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These Three Charming Presentation Pictures 


FREE to users of 


WRIGHT'S COAL TAR SoaP 
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“'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'’S BAY.” 
By Charles Dixon, R.I. 


In this picture, Mr. Charles Dixon, the well-known seascape 
artist, has chosen for’ his subject the scene at the fatal 
moment when Lord Nelson was. mortally wounded by a 
shot fired by a French marine from the mizzentop of the 
* Redoubtable.” The “ Victory” and the * Redoubtable” 
will be seen locked together! To the right is the famous 
“Téméraire,” whilst to the left is the French ship 
“Bucentaure” and the Spanish ship “ Trinidad.’ The 
picture is strikingly vivid in imagination, rich in colour, 

and full of the atmosphere of battle. 
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“THE TOAST IS BRITAIN.” : 
By Fred Roe, R.I. “ORANGES AND LEMONS.” 
A. delightful. portrayal of an incident at: a By Sheridan Knowles, R.C.A., R.I., R.O.L. 


Banquet at which Nelson figures in company Perhaps one of the happiest expressions of 
with Benjamin West, the great painter. children at play in rustic surroundings, 


wa 


Exact replicas (in colour) of these three paintings, each mounted on best plate paper, size 33 inches by 
27 inches and entirely free from advertisement matter, will be sent FREE to users of Wright’s Coal 
Tar Soap who send 30 outside Wrappers from the Tablets of Wright’s Coal Tar Soap for each picture, together 
with 2/- towards cost of packing and postage (inland). Foreign postage, 3/- 
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? EXACTLY resembling an actual oil painting. These may be had by special request accompanied ? 
? by 45 wrappers from Wright’s Coal Tar Soap for each picture and 2/- for postage (inland). H 


Address:—“ Pictures ” Dept. 7, WRIGHT’S COAL TAR SOAP 
44-50 Southwark St., LONDON, S.E.1. 
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There’s a scamper of hurrying young feet when 
HOVIS makes its appearance. Youthful appetites 
ask for nothing better. The rich, golden- 
brown loaf is popular with the whole family. 


HoVIS 


(Trade Mark) 


is light, digestible and dainty. It is nutritious, too, 
because it contains added quantities of the vital 
wheat-germ—rich in brain and body-building elements. 


Your Baker Bakes It 


HOVIS LTD.,; MACCLESFIELD. 
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BLE FURS 


Pee 


CATALOGUE 
POST 
FREE. 


A DISTINCTIVE FUR CAPE worked from selected A HANDSOME FU COAT worked from very fine A LUXURIOUS FUR CAPE, worked from full 
natural moleskins, with deep pointed over cape selected flat silky Persian broadtail skins, an exact copy ily high-grade sable ed Seria cepa 

mye . ' f F h del, with collar, inted cuffs, skins In continuous strands, with handsome 
of the same fur; lined rich French brocaded silk oa: =e Lal me een Fells fae paint ae Aided caller nie hateeeeh cite aes 


to tone... A very attractive and 1enrea de:chinkaa seasoth A. delighttul wrap for Theatre 
useful Theatre wrap. PRICE 98 Gns Saianeecleck: a ee PRICE. 475 Gns or Restaurant wear. PRICE 375 Gns 


In natural Russian ermine, 8350 Gns. This model can be copied in seal dyed musquash, with is sable oes apucrel, es - tis oe 
iberi inski kunk ble dyed kolinski, also i leskin with bl n natural British moleskin - ns. 
In Siberian sable dyed kolinski, 450 Gns. aston caches dyed fok, etal 0 in moleskin wi ue lo aintursl golden iaurntee S, (OB GRE 


DEBENHAM & FREEBODY 


(DEBENHAMS LTD.) 
WIGMORE STREET and WELBECK STREET, LONDON, W. 1. 
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HE House of Ninette, long renowned for dress 

creations appropriate to every season and occasion, 

are making a special show of Exclusive Models for the 
Yuletide Festivities. 


At Murray’s Club, commencing December Ist; at the 
Savoy Hotel on December 9th (at the Ball organised 
by the Music Hali Ladies’ Guild) ; or, any time, at 
our showrooms you may inspect a display which, by 
its extensiveness, reasonable quotations, originality of 


79 SHAFTESBURY AVENUE 
47- CRANBOURN STREET 
(Facing Daly s Theatre) 
LONDON, W., and Branches. 


Gerrard ae 


Telephone 8141 


SUNN TS 


PIPELESS warms the places 


[I fre 


the fire forgets 


De passages, 
chilly bedrooms, icy 


bathrooms, these are the 
places the open fire not 
only forgets, but cannod¢ 
warm: 


PIPELESS gives cosy 
warmth in every nook and 
corner of the house ata 
cost of LESS THAN ONE 
PENNY—PER ROOM—PER 
Day (twenty-four hours), 


No ugly pipes and costly 


tructural lterations— THE 

4 g ae BUOnS “CANADIAN WONDER” 
IPELESS can be installed HEATER 

in a few hours. which is specually desymned | for 


WORKS, etc, Warm air enters 
through the upper grating. This 


@ || a f=2 installation — shows _the 
ii [ / w >) >) Pepe ioe ob) 
om Gos Ces Vad Oa Tie Sign oF Comfort: 


Write for Free interesting brochure 
or call and see heaters at work. 


British Pipeless Central Heating |} 
LIMITED 


LONDON = © - Head Office - 54, VICTORIA ST. 
BIRMINGHAM - Showrooms - 67-71, Pershore Street. }} 


= MANCHESTER - “ - 89, Bridge Street. 
= EDINBURGH - oH - 11], George Street. = 
EM 


‘ Se, 
Come fe uy 


You, buy a watch for a lifetime, 
therefore buy the worthiest watch 
that is made, a ‘‘ Bennett’ watch. 


GS CHEAPSIDE alsoat * 
105 RECENT ST- LONDON 


design and “ finish,”’ will please the most exacting taste. 


Eo oot 


THE KOOKSJOIE 


‘Gold Medal Kitchen Range 
Solves the Servant Problem 


“Worth its weight in gold.” —W, H. COOK, LTD, 


SIX 
ADVANTAGES 


1. HOT WATER 
DAY & NIGHT 


2. Immense saving 
of fuel 

3. No relighting of 
fires 


4. No dirty flues to 


clean 


AAA 


ITT oo ooo) 


5. Ovens under 
complete control 


6. BURNS ALL 
FUELS 


£13 10 Q 


Every post brines letters of praise. Call or write 
Jor illustrated Pamphlet C, giving full particulars. 


LONDON WARMI'NG CO.. LTD. 
20, NEWMAN ST., OXFORD ST., W.1. 


Makers of the celebrated 
-WIFESJOIE GAZ COOKER 
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Complete with boiler from 
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A Special Appeal for Christmas and the New Year. 


A GOOD WORK IN SORE NEED. 
The Pioneer Society, Founded 1843, 


THE “ARETHUSA” TRAINING SHIP 


AND THE SHAFTESBURY HOMES 
URGENTLY NEED £25,000 (*<<%250"") 


To Prevent Curtailment or any Branch of the Society’s Work. 


10,000 Boys have been sent to Royal Navy and Mercantile Marine. 
gooo Boys have been trained for Civil Employment and Emigration. 
1100 Boys and Girls are now being maintained. 


Deputy Chairman: F. H. CLAYTON, Esq, 
Chairman of ship Committee: HOWSON F, DEVITT, Esq. 
Joint Secretaries: H. BRISTOW WALLEN axnp HENRY G. COPEI AND. 


Cheques, &c,, should be made payable to and sent to— 
The Shaftesbury Homes and “arethusa” Training Ship, 
164, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.C. 2. 
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J. 12. Men’s Fine Alpaca 
Wool WAISTCOATS (as 


sketch) in Fawn 47/6 


or Grey, 


Men’s White Silk HAND- 
KERCHIEFS, 
borders (as sketch). 


4/6 5/6 6/11 each. 


Men's Pure Irish Linen 


Se 


RO 


os 


ee 
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Y . 


GLOVES, 
lind with the special Muffled top 
covering to fingers which adds to the 
warmih and comfert. 
pair. 


DRESSING GOWNS. 


Men’s DRESSING GOWNS 
in heavy Artificial Brocaded Silk, 
handsome Paisley designs. The 
colourings are delightfully artistic, 
in Wine, Dark Saxe, Blue Grey, on 
Grey grounds, Possesses 

good wearing qualities. 84/- 
Also a large range of best quality 
Foulard Silk DRESSING 
GOWNS, with Paisley and floral 
designs in a variety of 84/- 


rich colourings. 

Really wonderfulvalue! DRESS- 
ING GOWNS in Twili Silk, 
satin finish, smart Paisley designs. 


Will fold into small 59/6 


compass, 


IBVE 
Tan 


HANDKERCHIEFS, 


Tin. iuenustateheds 10/6 


Finer ae 


12/6 


6 for 


Cape GLOVES, 


Wool lined 12/6 


Grey Mocha GLOVES, 


Wool lined 17/6 


J. 156. Real Musquash GAUNTLET 


leather _ faced, 


Per 
Chamois GLOVES. 


SPLENDID VALUE! 
Men's Fancy Woollen 
Waistcoats, best Scotch 
makes, without sleeves: 


21/- « 35/- 


Men’s Woollen 
CARDIGANS, with 
seeves, in Natural, 
Grey, Brown, Heather, 
Canary and various 
Mixtures, 


37/6 © 65/- 


coloured 


Wool 


79/6 
4/6, 6/6, aalGs 10/9 


-GORRINGES- 


Men’s Wear of Quality 
Suitable for Christmas Gifts 


Post Onder should be 
accompanied byremit- /, ‘i 
tance or leading busi- (a. 
ness house 1¢ference. 


coreg paid on 
Men's Wear in 
te Unies King- 


)» PYJAMAS 

= of excellent 

make and full cut, pearl buttons. 
In fancy stripes of Helio, Pink, 
Sky, Orange, and broken stripes 
of Gold/Black, Navy/Gold, Sky/ 
Black, etc., on White ground, 
Ulan eye colours, Usually 
sold at 39/6 per suit. 
Gorringes Price 29/6 


State height and chest measurement 
when ordering. 


Men’s All-Wool Flannel PYJAMAS, 
winter weight, excellent quality. Smart 
stripes of Seni elio =a Sky, on 
hite gr aranteet 
ue S10 
Super quality 27/6 


Illustrated 
Catalogue of : Dyes 
Xmas Gifts : 

sent 
post free 
on request, 


J. 157. 


21 


4) Men 


: 15/6 6/6 6/11 7/6 


Fur back GAUNTLET, 


faced with Tan Suede, Per 


in newest shades, 


"s Woollies 
Heather, 
Grey Mixtures, 


ah! a 7/6 % 25/- 


M n’s_ Natural 
Camel CARDIGANS, 


very soft and warm. 


23/6 « 39/6 


Men's Bandana Silk 
HANDKERCHIEFS 


Jot 


and 8/ 6 each. 


Men’s Fancy Silk 
HAN DKERCHIEFS 


3/6 3/11 4/6 5/6 


J.6 
Grey Mocha 6 GLOVES 


(unlined) 1 1/9 


Tan Cape GLOVES lined 


Lamb’s Wool 1 8/6 


TUT: DRESSING GOWNS. 


pair. 

2 Gentlemen’s DRESSING 
OS GAUNTLET, leather faced, sysp GOWNS (as sketch) of All 
~ --}— wnist, lined fur throughout. 57/6 Wool Blanket Cloth, soft and 
ro, | Per pair, warm, in Ser eolonngs: eG 6 

a exon nceeococrccern eueccuusucuseusnenns, Reverse collar culls: / 
“AR? ! Special purchase of Men's 
lilt Ene DRESSING GOWNS in good 
Men’s “ Fair Isle” quality All Wool Blanket Cloth, 
Woollen SWEATERS, Medium and Light Grey over- 


check designs, splendid quality, 


h 42/- 
Mba i Price 32/6 


Our 
Camel Hair GOWNS of excel- 


lent qualities, 7g /6°6Gns. 


ranging from 


SMOKING JACKETS. 
Gentlemen’s Velveteen Smoking 
JACKETS inself colours, Claret, 
Bottle Green, :DarkBrown,77 5 
Dark Blue or Black. /- 


IIe to 84/- 


in 
Lovat and 


eIrtIIiiiiiiit titi itt rie eee 


FREDERICK GORRINGE LTD., Buckingham Palace Rd., London, S.W. 1. 


wt 
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Dance 


Taffeta. 


\WOOLLANDS 


Xmas Bazaar Now Open. 


A host of practical selections of Choice 
Novelties suitable for all ages now 
being displayed in every department. 


GIFT BOOK POST FREE. 
Also a Charming Selection 


Frock, 


Price 


of Dainty Dance Frocks. 


C. 3. — Young ladies’ 


In 


super quality Shot 


£8 18 6 


C. 1.— Handsome  semi- 
Evening Gown, made in 
Satin and Ecru Lace. 
Copy of French model. 


Price 


x12 12-0 


Perfect Fitting Evening Gloves 
LADIES’ EVENING GLOVES in®the best’ makes, 


20 Button Length White Kid 17/9 to 25/9. 
16 Button Length 12/9, 13/9 and 16/9. 


Woollands are not associated with any other House. 


WOOLLAND BROS, 
KNIGHTSBRIDGE, S.W.1. 


| 5A Be Be 


Biocon 


r 
The Cover is again a master- 
piece of the famous Artist, 
Mr. Lawson Wood, 


and carries its own message. 
Its hundreds of pages are crammed with 
illustrations of the wonderful array of 
things that have been gathered together 

=== under the Great Gamage Roof 
to make Christmas 1923 a 
memorable one in everybody’s 
memory 


Take us to 
Gamages 


again becomes the Universal 
appeal of Barbara and Peter, 
Peggy and Jacky, and all the 
little folk as Christmas ap- 
proaches. Last year’s recollec- 
tions of the World Famous 
Bazaar have sunk deep in their 
young hearts. It is the appeal 
irresistible. Santa Claus will 
receive them at the Gates of his 


Enchanted 
. G0Pv smh - + - Castle 
BERETS & Ge t™ 


DE Bas + To disclose the — wonderful 
surprises awaiting them js 
impossible for lack of space. 


Write for this Wonderful Free Book. 


The applications for it are overwhelming, but you may secure a copy if you send at once. 
t is the Famous Gamages Bazaar Catalogue. 

Book Underground to Gamages Christmas Bazaar 

Chancery Lane( Central London) or Farringdon Street (Met.). Over 20 ’ Bus Services pass Doors 


from all parts. 2 Mins. walk M-E.T. and L.C.C. Trams (Gray's Inn Road Terminus, Holborn). 


A. W. GAMAGE, Ltd., HOLBORN, LONDON, E.C. 1. 


" Styleata price 
you can afford.” 


Oy St ae 


A Stylish Saloon 


| eS at small cost—a saloon car you 
: will be proud of in any company. 


The “Standard” “Pall Mall” Saloon is 
light, airy, roomy and comfortable. Fittings 
and finish are everything that can be desired 
There are four doors and plenty of room for 
four or five people. ‘‘Standard” reliability 


and ease of control. 


All complete, only $525 


14 h.p. (Rating 13.9 h.p.) 
“Leamington” 2-Seater or ‘ Warwick ” 4-Seater, £375 
“ Kensington” Saloon, £450 
tr h.p. (Rating 11.4 hp.) 

“Canley” 2-Seater or “ Kenilworth ” 4-Seater, £235 


The Standard Motor Co., Ltd., Coventry. 


Londen Showrooms: 49, Pall Mall, S.W.r. 


Slandard 


Light 2 & 4-Seaters: 11 & 14 h.p. 


“COUNT - THEM - ON + THE « ROAD” 
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THE keen, healthy winter weather 
makes cheeks rosy and ~ eyes 
bright, for Mother is careful to see 
that the little ones are warm and 
comfortable in soft woollens, fleecy 
coats and caps, scarves and gaiters. 


~But more than that, she sees that the 


garments are kept soft and ‘comfy’ 
by washing them in Lux. 

Lux preserves all the warmth- -giving qualities 
and fleeciness of woollens—they never grow 
harsh and irritate tender skins. Lux is just 
splendid for all woollens: and dainty fabrics. 


“Packets (two sizes) may be obtained everywhere. 


LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, PORT SUNLIGHT, 


ROWLANDS’ | 
MACASSAR OIL 


is an 
absolute 
necessity 


for the HAIR 


No other preparation 
Preserves, beautifies, and nou ishes 
it so effectually. Prepared ina Golden Colour 
for Fair Hair. Sold in 3s, 6d, 7s,,10s 6d.,, 21s. sizes, 
by Stores, Chemists, Hairdressers, and ROWLANDS, London. 


ROWLANDS’ 
KALYDOR 


FOR THE SKIN AND COMPLEXION. 


Quickly removes Freckles, Redness, Roughness, Cutaneous 

Eruptions, and other Disorders of the Skin; makes it soft 

as velvet, adds the charm of youth to the complexion 

and will keep it in perfect condition all the year round. 
Sizes: 2/6 and 5/= 

Sold by Stores, Chemists and ROWLANDS, London. 


THE SUPREME 


SUNBEAM 


Everything the Name 
Denotes 


From the smallest detail of design to their 
exqu site coa hwork: and beauty of finish, 
SUNBEAM Cars are unrivalled. In value 
they chalienge comparison with any high- 
grade cars, 


A SUNBEAM Car opens up vistas of new 
pleasures wi erever you travel, There is an 
unusually fine range of models shown in our 
hew catalogue. 


THE SUNBEAM MOTOR CAR CO., LTD., 
HEAD OFFILE A*D WORKS - WOLVERHAMPTON, 
LONDON SHOWROOMS & EXPORT DEPARTMENT : 
— 12, Princes Street, Hanover Square, W.1.— 
MANCHESTER SHOWROOMS - 106, Deansgate. 
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CFACFO So... 


sucn a wonderful reputation. 


~ 10.5 hp. Two-Seater, £265. Chummy Four- 


eh —=S— Nees MTS RET 


The 
CLASSIC 


ALC 


What ot the New Year P 


Tre CALCOTT programme for 192¢4 is 
one which must command the attention 
of every motorist. Never before has such 
sterling value been offered, and an inspec- 
tion of the aew models will convince you 
that io the coming year CALCOIT Cars 
will prove even a better investment than 
those which in the past have achieved 


1924 MODELS AND PRICES. 


Seater, Foe 11.9 h.p. Two-Seater, 4345. Four- 
Seater,.4375. Coupe, £395. 13,9 b.p. Saloon £525. 


CALCOTT BROS LTD.,COVENTRY, 


Established 1885. 


London Agents: Eustace Watkins, Limited, 
91, New Bond Street, W.1 (Corner of Oxford 
Street). Distributors, Service, and Spare parts, 


PP eeeweccaacesccccesccesesee 


sree eereoscovoneenesseserescosesssoes. 


PANPe eee neceneeereneeeeeceesseceecsesseeseneees: 


Your furnishing house 
can show y u samples 
of the many and 
varied grains and 
colourings, 

When buying see that 
“Rexine” Leather- 
cloth is specified on 
the invoice to prevent 
substitution, 


Sen eeeeneeneeeeeesers: 


seeeneeeeereesrees: 


Teeeecsesecsecsece 


DOUBLE 


ECONOMY! 


If * Rexine” Leathercloth cost as much 
as leather it would still be an economy 
by reason of its many advantages over 


actual hide. But, as the price of 
** Rexine ” Leathercloth is considerably 
below that of leather, the economy is 
twofold. It looks exactly like leather, 
and is stain and water-proof. 


LEATHERCLOTR 


— 


REXINE LTD., REXINE WORKS, HYDE, Nr. MANCHESTER. 


London: 42, Newgate Street, E.C. 1. @ 12 
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; Niso 
C J, 
6, Greets You! 


GOOCHS 


VOGUE ®@® VALUE 


To see your sons Gf 
and daughters 
dressed in Gooch 
party clothes is to 
realize how smart 
and suitable are 
all the styles— 
whether for the 
older boys and 
girls, or the Wee 
Folk. ins either 
case, prices are 
moderate. 


The large variety of 
moderately priced gifts, to 
be seen in our Xmas Gift 
Salon, cannot fail to please 


is 


Por lunes for the 


Dainty Woman 
Hi are perfumes that will 


q 

é& 

e 

please the most fastidious f 
taste—intimate perfumes, allur- 

ing because the freshness of the b 

a 

4 


very flowers becomes your own. 


Lilac Margaux 


A dropon your handkerchief in the morn- 
ing, and no Spring garden of nodding lilac 
plumes could perfume the air more sweetly. 
alsi 
Courvoisier’s Concentrated 


b 
C.C. Perfumes q 
are the essence of the flower without the P| 


addition of spirit. One drop is enough. All 
the favourites among the English flowers 
are here for you: Lily of the Valley, Jas- \% 
mine, Sweet Pea, Carnation, Lilac, etc. ‘+ 
Price 3/9, 10/6, and 20/- per Vial 
From all Chemists, Stores and Perfumers 


BRONNLEY’'S 


Lilac Margaux 
5/6 6/- 11/6 
per bottle 


(| Christmas Props 


To the DEAF 


ED 

There is not the slightest reason why you should not take your proper part in 
the home circle this Christmas unhindered by your distressing deafness. No 
matter how deaf you are, or from whatever cause, the ‘“‘Acoustique” way to 
Hearing offers an immediate solution of your deaf troubles, as unfailing in its 
aid as it is inconspicuous in use. 

Make an appointment—preferably accompanied by your own doctor—and let 
us demonstrate the particular type most suited to you, 


To the FRIENDS of the DEAF. 


We invite you to call and personally investigate the “ Acoustique ” way to 
Hearing. Then let us send to your deaf friend a letter upon the following lines, 
ssssereveeee @ Personal friend who wishes to remain anonymous until Xmas Day, 
desires to present you with an“ Acoustique” Aid to Hearing. For the purpose 
of filling the exact type best suiled to your need, we feel sure that you will be 
‘ood ene to make an early appointment with us for the purpose ; if unable to call, 
indly fill in enclosed form and we will make up the aid, from particulars, elc., etc. 

After your friend’s letter the “ Acoustique ” will be delivered to you for personal 
Preteoaues and the secret of your identity will remain intact until the appointed time. 

he “Acoustique” is the aid consistently prescribed by Harley Street and other aural special'sts 
and used by many Deaf Doctors. One type, the “Acoustique ” Stethoscope, is used daily by 
deaf doctors in every part of the world. x 
Here, briefly, are the outstanding and EXCLUSIVE features of the “ Acoustique ” — 
28 Listinct Ty>es (one for your case, or that of your friend.) 
Non-Head-Attachment Gives Natural Hearing Leaves hands free. 
- No Tinny or Metallic Sound Whatsoever. 

Supplied to Royalty and used by ex-Premier Hughes when in London and all else failed. 
Mr, R.H. Dent, the originator, will gladly arrange a free and personal demonstration, either 
in London or at any of his branches, Write to-day for an appointment or r questing full par- 
ticulars, and a copy of “ Medical Press Opinions” and Truth’s Tribute to the “ Acoustigue. 


M2 R.H.DENTS 


Youth’s Dinner Suit, 
accurately cut and 
excellently tailored in 
superior quality dress 
coating. Stocked to fit 


Ir to 1g yrs. 

First size 125/- 
Rising 4/- each size. 
This suit can be made 
specially to measure if 


desired, Patterns on 
request. 


Delightful] Girl’s Frock 
in taffeta, with silk net 
overdress. To fit 14 to 
17 yrs. In Shell Pink, 
Ivory, Black, and any 
other colour to order. 


Moin &A 19 6 
Rising 5/- each size. 


Cannot be sent on approval, 


XMAS GIFTS 


Quilted Satin Dressing Slippers 
with heels. In Mauve, Black, 
Lemon, Purple, Pink, Pale 
Blue, Saxe, and Vieux Rese. 
15/9 per pair. 
Postage 6d. extra. 


Tube Station: O O CH. Telephone: 
Knightsbridge. [ea Kens. 5100 


BROMPTON ROAD, LONDON, S.W.3 


95, Wigmore Street, London. W.1. 
(Back of Selfridge’s) Mayfair 1380. 
102, Union St., Glasgow. 9, DukeSt., Cardiff. 51, King st., 
Manchester. 46, Savile St., Hull. 3, Queen St., Exeter, 


The 
WILKINSON 


SAFETY SHAVER WITH HOLLOW GROUND BLADES. 


HE Wilkinson is a Christmas Gift that any man will appreciate. 
FE The blades are hand-forged and hollew ground of the finest 
and have the same lasting 


> 


steel exactly as a straight razor ; e ‘ 
edge, which cannot be obtained—let alone retained—on the wafer 
type of blade. A few strokes on the Automatic Stropper, which 
is so simple that a child can use it, keep them in perfect condition. 


The special roller guard feeds the lather on to the cutting edge, 
and so ensures the most comfortable shave possible. 


THE WILKINSON SWORD CO., LTD., 


53, Pall Mall, London, S.W.1. 
T. H. RANDOLPH, Managing Director. Works: ACTON, W.4- 


Set with 7 Hollow Ground Sets as opposite with 

des, each etched with 
a day of the week, Adjust- 
able Shaver Frame, Auto- 
matic Stropper, Setting or 
Honing Handle, in hand- 


some oak case, 42/. 


as illustrated - 


Other 
ani S/ 
SOLD 


EVERYWHERE. 


SH 


FOOTS 


Automatic 
Adjustable 
Back 


Simply press a button and the back declines, or auto- 
matically rises, to any position desired by the occupant. 
Release the button and the back is locked. 

The Arms open outwards, affording easy access-and exit. 
The Leg Rest is adjustable to various inclinations, and 
can be used as a footstool. When not in use it slides 
under the seat. 

The Front Table, Electric Light attachment (not illus- 
trated), Reading Desk and Side Tray are adjustable and 
removable. 

The only chair combining-these conveniences, or that is 
so easily adjusted. 


Catalogue C 22 of Adjustable Chairs Free. 
171, New Bond Street, London, W.1. 


HILL 


amit 


Hollow. Grouad 2 5 /- 


Sets at 8/6 
d 15/6. 


ZB 
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C ‘Drusilla’ for Gifts * 


“Drusilla” garments 
of Pure Milanese Silk 
make charming presents, 
You may have them 
hemstitched, embroider. 
ed, scalloped, or inlet 
with medallions of 
wonderful face, in 
hundreds of ° designs 
from 4/6 upwards, 
“Drusilla” garments are 
as lasting as they are 
lovely: the exquisite 
fabric defies ladders, 
washes well, and wears 
wonderfully, 


You may order by post with 
confidence, for if you are not 
completely satisfied with the 
goods, and return them in 
good condition within ‘7 
days, your money will be 


3 


Set No. 220 trimmed on its single wide 
hemwith an insert of narrow silh beading 
Women’s Outsizes 


VEST og 15/6 17/6 refunded in full. 

KNICKER + 22/11 25). If you cannot calf, choose your 
CAMLKNICKER 30/6 33/9 Christmas presents from -The 
NIGHTDRESS 45/11 49/3 “Drusilla” Book of Lingerie. 


In white, sheff-pink, femon, 


It’s yours for the asking. — 4722 
sky, mauve and black 


te Miss Mason, cjo Drusilla Lid, 
3 


g 
411 DRUSILLA 
) 
/ wm en6 | 
Makers of Ate, Lingerie i Ene 
24) 53 BROMPTON RD.,LONDON,S.W.3 & 
52. Telephone: Kensington 8625 BS) 8 S) 


9 HIGH - GRADE 


JELK SECOND-HAND 
FURNITURE 


Half the Cost and Double the Wear of Cheap New Goods. 
FOR CASH OR ON EASY TERMS. 
Homes of Comfort and Stability, 
Jelks' Huge Emporium, 
stocked full with thousands 
of specimens of finest Second- 
Hand Furnitureisarevelation 
to those who have never paid 
a visit to inspect this wonder- 
ful display. Everyone revels 
in beautiful furniture for the 
home, and it is in endless 
variety at W, Jelks & Sons’ 
great establishment, 
COME & TAKE TEA WITH US! 
Free Teas will be served to 
customers from 2.30 daily in the 
Oak Room. 
SPECIAL NEW BARGAIN CATA- 
LOGUE NOW READY 
telling of thousands of characteristic 
Jelks’ Bargains. 
SEND FOR YOUR COPY TO-DAY, 


SATURDAY HOURS OF BUSINESS, 9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 


WJELKS ss 


263, 265, 267, 269, 271, 273, 275, 
HOLLOWAY ROAD, LONDON, N.7. 


(Established over 50 years.) Depositories : 2 to 16, Eden Grove (adjoining). 
"Phones: North 2598 and 2599. Telegrams ; Jellico, "Phone, London. 


Removals by Motor Pantechnicons to all darts of the country. Estimates gladly furnished. 


y 
IS} / 


SESS) 


y 


SS) 
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SS 
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THE ‘“‘ CHAMPIGNON” 
A fashionable mush- 


room-shaped hat, made 
of the finest quality fur 
felt and equally suit- 
able for stormy or 
bright weather. 

The smooth line of the 
crown accentuates its 
smart appearance, and 
the brim, slightly nar- 
rower at the back, is 
finished with a bevel- 
led edge. 

The self-coloured galloon 
trimming is arranged with 
a refined effect at the back 
of the hat. 

In serviceable and beauti- 
ful colours: Champagne, 
Tangerine, Kingfisher, 
New Blue, Gold, Mignon- 
elle Green, ‘Pumice, Light 
Grey, Castor, beaver, 7 an, 
Cuba, Nigger, Carbon, 
Elephant, Tabac, Navy, 
‘Black and White. In 
three fittings, Small, 
Meaium and Large. 


PRICE 30/-= 


Oy Gppointment 
Lo His Moasestp Be King « H.(R.H. the Prince of Wales 


A Henry Heath Hat is a Pleasing Gift 


p Hi 7 4 
SB , @ ui, 


EIDERSCUTUM COATS 


Snug and restful for travel wear, burden- 
less and limb-free for walking. Decorous 
for town... practical for country wear. 
£8 8 O single - breasted, £9 9 O 
double-breasted (as illustrated). 


Catalogue by return, Mention The Bystander. 


Estab, 1851. 


126, REGeNT ST., LONDON, W. 


The name of our nearest ©9 A selection of hats By tie 
Appointment, Sole makers of Aquascutum Weatherproofs. Appointment. 


Provincial Agent can be 105:107:109- OXFORD ST-W: p will be forwarded 
had on application. | oe ee Caan Se upon request, 


Every Pot-Hunter 
needs a 


KNITTED 
UNDERJACKET 


OR 
PULL-OVER 


The Success of the Season 
for Golf, Shooting, Riding, 
Fishing, Motoring, Walking 


‘See the full ‘Sportsman’ range at 
your Hosiers, Outfitters or Stores. 


MAN 


—_— 


Lf any difficulty in obtaining write to 
WOLSEY LTD, LEICESTER 


“ There’s many a slip 1” 


bp Sat 


D. H. EVANS & C® [| | 


The best Corset value in the World 
THE 


CORSET 


ENGLISH MADE THROUGHOUT 


Perri yy 


What the Twilfit Guarantee 
Means ¢s that every Corset bear- 
ing the Twilfit Trade Mark 
is warranted to give Complete 
Satisfaction in wear, or the 
Corset will be replaced or Money 

Returned. 


[JE Wee\ 


ed age", 1G 
Aa 
eee 


eo 


Please mention size when ordering 


Model 72728, I 
“ Twilft ” Uplift Model 
Corset, with durable 
elastic Underbelt 8 ins. 
deep, specially constructed 
to help and control the 
figure. The belt is fitted 
with a special light-weight 
busk. The Corset is in 


“@E Model 1239B. 

Corselet of handsome 
Broché, suitable for 
sports and dance wear. 
Can be worn with or 
without Corsets. In 
Pink or White. 
Fastened at side with 


Model 1923B, 
A model with a low bust, waist- 


Price 1 5/1 1 poet Brocade. Fitted with Rustless 
1Sizes 33 to 40 inches, and Unbreakable ‘“ Twilfit’”’ 
Price 16/11 Post Free, Spiral Steels, and four silk 

hose supporters. Sizes 20 to 


sloping at back. Elastic Gussets 
fitted under lacing either side 
at front. In Pink only. Sizes 
31 to 40 in, 30 inches. 


rie ZE/- Pet i Price 2S/~ Pett 
D. H. EVANS & CO, LTD., 290-322, OXFORD ST., LONDON, W.1. 


1611 


Post Free. 


; White Coutil, and fitted 
ei new patent no-hook ¥ 4 Oi nout with Twilfit” 
Model 3120B. Full Figure ate Sizes 32 to s Unbreakable Spiral Steels) 
i 7 i p> 4i Ss. 8 F y a ed, . . 
pouel specially designed for full 44 inches. ; : at ates are cetoed line 1} ins. from top of Corset. 
figures. Very low bust in front, Price H Made from finest quality 
: 
: 
: 
: 


ALL TWILFIT, CORSETS cies a* rauae pateraihey crewnnbiciedern en a ree 


waueeny 
Sunnnen 


A Gift 
for 
Beauty 
is a 


Joy For Ever 


URELY it is difficult to imagine a more fascinating or charmingly 
intimate gift than the means of preserving and, indeed, enhancing one’s 
natural beauty. 


Ask any of your women friends and you will find that to present them with 


one of the new *Complexio” Face Massage Rollers is to give them the At R e ctors ( lub 

very gift they most desire. 

It is a compliment to their good looks Full directions for its use are enclosed 

and your regird for them—it will solve wit every roller whic enables his fashi bl d 

for all time the problem with which every every woman to massage her face, T this fashionable ren ezvous— 
woman who values her youthful com= arms and neck with results equal to a treasure-house of all that is 
plexion is’ constantly faced—the effective those she would obtain by undergoing best in dancing, dining and social 
and convenient means for home massage, treatment Ly an expert masseuse, } 


attractions — the 1923-24 S a-on 
opens with a programme of excep- 
tional merit and attractiveness. 


NOTE.—Without electricity the “ Complexio” imparts all the refreshing and exhilarating 
effects of an Electric VIBRO MASSAGE. 


Send to-day and give your friend a gift which will be a constant source of pleasure and 


remembrance of the giver. Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded without question. Possessing a thousand and Bue 
Enclose P. O. 10/6 with full name and address. charms, and with a persor al ty of its 
own, Rectors Club maintains, and 


10/6 


Post 
Free 


amplifies, the unrivalled position it 
sitsertecsesssesessssessssessessssssseeseeerees — -hus earned in Clubland, 


Post Early application for - With Dina Harris and Ted 

membership, addressed revor, the celebrated Anglo-Ameri- 
Free can Dancers, and the incomparable 
music of Rectors Capitol Orchestra, 
the most talented combination in 
this country . . . here, certainly, 
is entertainment fit for a King, and 
woithy of the King of Clubs, 


ZAM 


fo the Secretary, and 


BRITISH MADE. PATENTED 


FACE MASSAGE ROLLER reseroaton of tables, i 


Obtainable from the— i : 
FACE ROLLER MASSAGE CO. LTD., 13 Poland Street, Oxford Street, London, W. 1. 


31, Tottenham Court Road, W.1. 
@ & &S) UGS) Gs GY G> Phone: Museum 4069 & 3198. 


advised. 


AOe ee ee een eee eeeeeesenneeeeees: 


Stee eeeeeneneneeeeneneeseeeneeeeseeceesees: 
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a 
a 2, New Toilette Discovery 


OTHING is so objectionable as a conspicuous 
growth of hair on the arms, under the arms or 
projecting through the fine cobweb mesh of thin silk 
stockings. Until the discovery of Veet Cream, women 
have used scraping razor blades and evil-smelling irritating 
chemicals to remove unwanted hair. A razor only 
stimulates hair growth just as trimming a hedge makes 
it grow faster and thicker. The burning Barium Sulphide 
used in chemical preparations causes red blotches, painfulirrita- 
tion, soreness and skin blemishes. The new Veet Cream does not 
contain any Barium Sulphide or other poisonous chemicals. 
Whereas razors and ordinary depilatories simply remove the 
hair above the skin surface, Veet melts the hair away beneath it. 
It is as easy to use as a face cream and has no offensive odour. 
You simply spread Veet on just asit comes from the tube, wait 
a few minutes, rinse it off, and the hair is gone as if by magic. 
Satisfactory results guaranteed in every case or money is 
returned. Veet may be obtained fer 3/6d. from all chemists, 
hairdressers and stores; also sent pest paid in plain wrapper 
for 4/-. (Trial size by post for 6d. in stamps.) Dae Health 
Laboratories (Dept. 206 B.), 68, Bolsover St., London, W.1. 
WARNING. Veet is being imitated. Do not be deceived by advertisements 
which are made to look and read like ours, Veet is the original and 


only genuine, perfumed velvety cream for removing hair. Beware of 
imitations and harmful substitutes which stain and injure the skin, 


VEEL 


Al Gift of Dents Gloves 


isa supreme gift, for their beauty 
of cut and finish isa subtle tribute 


to beautiful hands. 


They are made by craftsmen of 
marvellous skill whose families 
} have been glove-makers for 


Senerations, 


| Ask to see Dent's Wirsbacied 


Motoring Gauntlets, Dent's smart waa Steel Earrings 
Fur-cufled Walking Gloves, and Gine Pastework with drop of? 
last, but not least, Dent's Reindeer pide eae acceptable imntation ‘topaz, 


gift Size of Slides i, emerald or jet 
CM x 1S" AB Length, Byains: 


Gloves with their soft texture 


Sor Pierced or 
ee, npierced ea a3 
AT Z j 
ket al 6 


and superb dressing. 


ral ots 


FROM ALL 
Soe GOOD GLOVE | : 
SHOPS a + Pa ste <omall™ 
Gaye Hat Ornament JumellePin 
Af Neat g Effective Wel aah in brilliant paste 


best quality paste. Q¢ Per 
ims: across 


ad Cee Marquise Design, 46 


Pair 


SK S183.M SEARS 
ax, Excellent Model 4 

<>; of fine workmanship, £ 

SS 


5 well cut stones, strong { 
3 iy 
WK Re yy 


setting / a 
SrelmieOle 


J 5, 
i PerPair 


DICKINS' 
& JONESin 


REGENT STREET, 
LONDON. W.1. 


FLOWER DEPARTMENT. 
Xmas Presents and Evening Wear 


“2G BM 4. NEW RIBBON AND 12/11 

TINSEL HAIR BAND. PRICE 

In exquisite shades of Green, Blue, Fuchsia, 
Orange, etc. free. 


| ¢ ; ta 4 Ee é : 
| TINSEL J q > ia 
BM |. TINSEL LEAF f eae BM5._ TINSEL LEAF 
HAIR BAND. Silver, BM 2, TINSEL ROSE, Silver. i nee HAIR BAND. Gold, Silver 


Cctoure PRICE, 8/11 


Post “ree. 


and various shades. 


Post fre. PRICE 


old, and various colours. 


Post free. PRICE 


3/6 5/11 


"| 1 


TINSEL BRAID 


— BM6. 
BM 3. SMART RIBBON & TINSEL 


CHRYSANTHEMUM, 
WAISTBAND PRICE 15/1]  Gold,Old GoldStecl, 9 /14 
In Pink, Green, O; , Gold, Old Gol or Silver, _ PRICE 
Steel, Light. Silvers: Certscs Tanne ost. free, 


Post free. 


So ~~ ‘A 
BM 9. FANCY BOX containing Water Lily 


i i | Rose. 
su ise se Yong offer: Veloat He: 5/6 price 9/11 


290-322, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.1 


D. H. Evans & Co. Ltd., have no connection with any other business trading under the name “ Evans.” 


BM8 PRETTY BOX containing 
Neapolitan or Wood Violets. PRICE 


it free. 


in mixed Colours. 


Post free. 


3/- 


(Non-poisonous) 


The Speediest and 
most Efficacious Cure 
for Rheumatism, 
Lumbago and Allied 
Ailments yet known. 


AKURE No. 1. 


For Horses, Dogs and all 
other Domestic Animals, 


Price 2/- per 1 oz. bottle. 


AKURE No. 2. 
For Human Use. 
Price 2/6 per 1 oz. bottle. 


Bath Prices Post Free. 


Enthusiastically com- 
mended by Doctors, 
Veterinary Surgeons 
and Trainers of Racing 
Stables, to whom a 
sample bottle will be 
sent on application. 


Chemists are invited to write 
for Wholesale Terms to— 


AKURE, LIMITED, 
Windsor House, Victoria St. S.W. 1. 
Tecezhone ; Victoriaggsg. 


CONTROL 
THE HAIR 


by the most pleasant and effective method. 
Anzora keeps the Hair in position all day, 
and is a necessary toilet preparation for smart 
men. Delicately perfumed to suit a man it 
has become the recognised Hair Controller. 
Anzora Cream for greasy scalps ana Anzora Viola 


for dry scalps are sold hy Chemists, Hairdressers, 
Stores, etc.,in 1/6 & 2/6 (double quantity) boitles. 


Beware of Substitutes or ? 


Wyner ti MMctsEITEACAPLLALUSEPAELLS IULLIOLLALSAS ELLIE PILES LOOT 
court certain disappointment ? 


[nu craindiapocinient | MASTERS THE HAIR 


Anzora Perfumery Co., Ltd., Willesden Lane, London, N.W.6. 
BERR BEBE ERE RPP ERE SPER Sees 
Se 


Give “something different ” this year. This ingenious novelty 

will delight the recipient, and interest and fascinate all 

who operate it. A handsome ornament—beautifully made, 
and the centre of attraction wherever shown, 


Deliverem 


AUTOMATIC DELIVER 


CIGARETTE CABINET 


A marvellous invention—fully patented. Simply press a 
lever, the bi d stoops and fen out a cigarette, as shown, and 
a match appears in front. olds 40 cigarettes and 40 matches 


Unique—Novel—Ornamental—Dependable in ‘action. 


In Oxidised Copper 17/6 post free. (or in Polished Brass 26/-) 
Immediate delivery, Cash returned tf notapproved. 
F. J. EDWA 'DS, Lt#., (Nept. 22) 406, Euston Rd. ' ondon, N.W.1 


Tl inches high 
by 5 inches square. 


BRITISH MADE, 


PTTTTT Tee 


THE FAMOUS CALLANDER 


QUEEN’S 
SHORTBREAD 


As supplied for over 30 years to 
H.M. the late Queen Victoria 


As pure as it is delicious and the 
finest made in the Highlands 


Cakes, in tins, - - 3/7, 5/4 & 6/8 


Fingers, 
for Afternoontea - 3/5,5/9 & 7/4 


All post free, securely packed 


Thicker cakes suitable for sending 
Overseas, Prices on Application. 


D. CHRISTIE & SON, Bakers, 
CALLANDER, PERTHSHIRE. 


For the long Evenings 
Try a 


JIG-SAW PUZZLE 


Always interesting and 
amusing to young and old, 


Hundreds to select from 
prices l/- to 45/- 


Full Price List post free from 
the makers :-— 


HOLTZAPFFEL & Co., Ltd. 


Established 1794, 


53 Haymarket, London, S.W.1 


mF 
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CREPE- DE-CHINE 
SCARFS 


with hand-embroidered 


MONOGRAMS 


Made in a variety of exquisite 
colourings. 
PRICE 


- 50/- 
75/- 


SCARF, Plain 
a with 
Monogram - - 


DRESSING GOWNS, 
SMOKING SUITS, SHIRTS, 
PYJAMAS, NECKWEAR, ETC. 


A large and extensive range of the highest grade 
materials and ready-to-wear garments of exclusive 
design are to be seen at this establishment. 


HOSIERY. 


Styles and Designs made to order 
in any weight and material, 


By 2 > 
(2a 
aS 


Garments will be sent on approval on provision 
of satisfactory references. 


Illustrated Lists and Patterns sent on application. 


TURNBULL AND ASSER 


71-72, JERMYN a LONDON, S.W. 1. 


“ Paddywhack, Piccy, London.” Telephones : Gerrard 4631-4632. 


ELIZABETH, Ltd. 


45, South Molton Street, 
New Bond Street, W.1. 


Mayfair 3238. 


Telegrams : 


Telephone : 


SPECIAL DESIGNS IN 
CHILDREN’S PARTY AND 
DANCE FROCKS FOR 
THE CHRISTMAS SEASON. 


Becoming Dance Frock for the growing 
school-girl, in soft Sea-green Georgette. 


94 Gns. 


TOP OPENING ‘BAG. in ete calf 
with Centre division, lined Senos | an 


fitted Puff Case's Mirror, with 


uals silk ae aceite 
LY. 
eee writing Eablet, 


&M 
ses 506 


——— 


23m, _—— Safety fastening. ‘Brown. only, Soi 
Dainty AGLAP OVER BAG 
MILANESE BAG in real Beaver CalF 
of choice coloured Jined'best Moirette, 
designs, lined best ) with centre division. ma 
lined White Kid. 


fitted Puff Case: 
mM JO ES Writing Jabet sMirtor 
LTD: | @olours. el 


Soe] REGENT STREET [ae | 
LONDON. W.L. 


Goods sent on approval on 
recetpt of trade reference. 


By Appointment 


BRIGG & SONS 


LONDON AND PARIS 


THE RACING UMBRELLA. 


Pigskin crook, plated gold pencil and band .. os ot) 


Do. do. 
Do. do. 
Do. do. 


“PERFECT” SEAT 
(PAT.) 

Pigskin Hammock, detachable 

rubber-edged disc. 

In two sizes .. 45/- 

Do. With Umbrella '75/- 


Aluminium and rubber adapter 
(for hard surfaces) 3/6 


do. Lady’s .. 
do. without mounts .. a 
do. do, Lady’s .. 


23 St. James's St., Piccadilly,S.W. 
33 Avenue de I’Opéra, Paris. b 


Showing facia board, controls, 
pockets and screen wiper. 


vd of storing side serecns 
felt lined locker, 


Side screens on four seater 
adjusted as a V shaped 
rear screen, 


Dicky seat opens with 
one revolving movement, 


The Car thatis different 


The Guaranteed Car 


lone 


OPEN OR CLOSED 
CARRIAGE COMFORT 
as occasion demands, 


The patented Hillman rigid side screens 
form an all-weather equipment quite 
unique. When fully closed the Hillman 
All-weather Car has every appearance 
of a Saloon, and every comfort. When 
Open. touring conditions are preferred 
the Hillman has the advantage. What- 
ever the weather the Hillman is-right. The 
1924 Models have many added improve- 
ments both in chassis design and body 
comfort, and the coachwork is as 
always distinguished by its quality. At 
the reduced prices of £350 for the Two- 
Three Seater and £358 for the Four- 
Seater the 1924 Hillman represents 
remarkable value. The famous Hillman 
Twelve Months Guarantee remains 
the same. 

Catalogues and agent’s names from 
The HILLMAN MOTOR CO. LTD. 
COVENTRY. 

Hillman London Distributor, 
143/149, GT. PORTLAND ST., W.1 
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MARCEL’S ‘‘SESAME”’ 


Company have decided to reduce their 
price from 5/- to 2/6 per wave or curler. 


The highest standard of Beautiful 
PERMANENT WAVES & CURLS at 2/6 


The Reason for this 
Great PRICE RE- 
DUCTION is that the 
latest SESAME 
process gives greater 
EFFICIENCY AND 
SPEED — each head 
of hair will take less 
time to permanently 
wave or curl, 


> + 


“Sesame ” transforms all 
straight hair into natural 
Wavy tresses in 7 minutes, 
no discomfort, no burning. 


o> + 


“ Challenging 
Nature to a 
duel! 
“Marcel's 
triumphantly 
produce _ this 
Jewel!” 


-MARCEL'S “SESAME” LTD., 


353, Oxford Street, London, W. 1. 
JEAN METELSKI, Lloyd Street, LLANDUDNO, 
RICKERT & TIETZE, 5, Lower George St., RICHMOND,S.W. 
and some enterprising Halraromsrs and Stores throughout the 
country. 


; If unable to obtain 
} in your district, 
i write for address 
} of nearest Agent, 
also photo repro- 


ductions of waved | 
{ and curled heads. 


Retain Youthful Beauty 


The Scientific yet Commonsense Ganesh Treatments and Preparations haye proved 

to women throughout the world that youthful Beauty of the Skin, Eyes, Figure, &c., 

can be restored and retained even in advanced years. Hundreds of genuine testimonials 

can be seen privately. Just make an appointment and prove these claims, or write for 
free booklet. Remember, there is a Ganesh Aid for every Beauty need, 


Recently awarded the Gold 
Medal at the Antwerp 
Exhibition of Hygiene. 


Under Royal Patronage. 
Recommended by 
the Medical Profession. 


TRIAL.SAMPLE BOX, 


To prove the merits of the 
wonderful Ganesh Prepara- 
tions a combination box con- 3 
win Easter Suse Ol Pee 2 
Ae ee Ty OHSU Th * Sketches for Home Treat- 
ese pba pricier k oy ¢ Patent Ganesh Chin Strap ment, packed in handsome 
ponies ee, scat free). | TeStores contours and removes | “fried enact case, 21/6, 
SORE? B ~_| double chins, 21/6 & 25/6 


Mrs. E. ADAIR, 


(Dept. D) 92, New Bond Street, London, W.1 
Telephone—MAVFAIR 3212 
BRUSSELS NEW YORK 


GANESH BEAUTY BOX. 


Containing Ganesh Eastern 
Oil, Diable Skin Tonic, Lil 


PARIS 


S AND BELTS 
of every description 


Can be made from measures for 
those unable to call. 


Measure forms on application. 
These Corsets and Belts are 
ideal for supporting the figure 
and will be found a real boon 
to men suffering from internal 
trouble, or to the corpulert. 


CORSETS from £3 3 0 
Call or Write — 
Men’s Belt Department 


First Floor 
47, South Molton St., W.1 
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THE 23-60 H.P. VAUXHALL ‘CARLTON’ ENCLOSED LIMOUSINE, £1270 
A motor carriage of the best English construction. Designed for either owner or chauffeur driving. 


VA Un A LL 


HAT British manufac- by the action of the Lanchester 

E x t reme Val ue turers can build the more harmonic balancer, a British in- 
in expensive kind of careconomi- vention); unusual rapidity of 

cally is well exemplified in the getting-away and acceleration; 

B CSt=C if ass C ars 23-60 h.p. Vauxhall. and remarkable top-gear flexi- 


The power development (on bility. Every quality which the 


: ; most critical driver can desire 
which everything else rests) fe eoeided 
exceeds 60 b.h.p. Its body P pew 
space, § feet 8 inches, is ample — Its price is £695. Com- 
for very roomy and solidly con- Parison will show that for a 


structed closed or open bodies. !arge, high-powered chassis of 
the best type this price is 


Its performance reaches the extraordinarily low; and it is 

last degree of refinement. Dis- coupled with a tax of but £23, 

2 eee Saal age oa Ree Net tinguishing features are vibra- and a petrol consumption of 
COMPLETE CAR PRICES tionless engine running (secured about 20 m.p.g. 


14-40 h.p. -60 h.p. -98 h.p. 3 

font “trom. oan | Thus in every way the 23-60 h.p. Vauxhall assures 
= Fe BES ah #1220: to users of large best-class cars extreme value for 
Me eeeneecccncccaecsrccccsceeeee-t money. Nowhere can they buy to better advantage 


VAUXHALL MOTORS LIMITED, LUTON, BEDFORDSHIRE 
LONDON: 174-182 GREAT PORTLAND STREET, W.1 


Telephone: Museum 8216 (3 lines) Telegrams: Whirling Phone London 
London Agents: Shaw & Kilburn Ltd., 20 Conduit Street, W.1 (Tel. Mayfair 6210) 


£8 


PSPS SSI SAAS SS 


You can have the slim figure 
demanded by modern 
fashion without departing 
/rom your ordinary regime 


ELS that is necessary is a 
= »pleaSant course of hot baths 
with a sniall handful of — 


i 


 Cyclax 


VIOLET RAY 


REDUCING 


BATH SALT 


Price 7© per bottle. 


Sufficient for twelve delight- 
ful lavender perfumed baths, 


Even afier one bath a definite 
fe iuction of weig st is noti e- 
able. Aninvaluable tonic bath 
for those who suffer from 
acidity and rheumatism. 

Write for a complimentary copy 
of ‘Mrs. Hemmings valuable book, 

The Cultivation and Perservation 
of Natural Beatty.” 


““CYCLAX” 
(A) 

13 &14, New Bond Street, W.1 
Yelephone: Regent 2563. 
58, South Molton Street, W.1 
Telephone: Mayfair 3572. 


ALL KINDS OF 
COATS, CLOAKS, HATS, 
BONNETS, CAPS, 


APRONS, DRESSES, &c. 
ALSO 
EVERY REQUISITE 


FOR THE 


NURSERY 


SICK ROOM and 
Acciuchement : 

ABDOMINAL and 

SUPPORT BELTS. 


aeeeeeeeeensereonons 


: i write for 

3 USEFUL BOOK OF ; 

The “Amhurst” REFERENCE appertain- : 

Coat. Pricesfrom ing to The Mother— 
52/5 3 Nurse—and Nursery, Etc., : 

Particulars and 3 Post Free, 

Patterns post free 


Seeveecscsesececscsvessessesceoeesseees 


Ateeeeeeteeeenseeeseesene 


i Please Note— 

3 ONLY LADY 
3; ASSISTANTS ARE : 
3 EMPLOYED IN THE : 
NURSES’ SALOON 


GARROULD’S SAN- 
DRINCHAM COAT fe 
Specially designea for 
Nurses, Lady Doctor-, 
Dispensers and Mas- 


seuses, In good 
quality White Drill, 
in three sizes, Bust 
Measurement’ only 


required. 
12/11 and18/6 _ 
Post free Se “ 


N.B.—This Coat may be 
seen in the Nurses’ Saloon, < 
Surgical Dept. 


E.& R.GARROULD, 


Government and Hospital Contractors, 


150 to 162, Edgware Road, London, W. 2. 


thrive on Benger’s, 


THE COMPLETE MODELLER BOX 


with various Colours, Tools, etc., 4/9 Post Free. 
HARBUTT’S PLASTICINE LTD., 69, Bathampton, BATH. 


INVALIDS « the AGED 


_ Benger's modifies milk to the degree necessary 
for infants and young children. Infants therefore 


Sold in sealed tins by Chemists everywhere. Prices: 1/4 ; 2/3; 4/-; 8/6 
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_THE NEW HAIR 
BEAUTY SERVICE 


Safety Quick 
€omfort Lasting 
Cleanliness Beneficial 


The wonderful Craig Wireless Permanent Waving 


Process is the latest, most satisfactory, and most deligh fully 
thorough method yet introduced. It has been enthusiastically 
reviewed by the Press and accorded a great reception by the 
realm of women who want the best, the safest, the most comfortable 
and the most pleasing, natural and lasting Permanent Waving. 


Electricity entirely superseded. The use of Borax done 
away with. No cylinders—wires—switches, etc., etc. 


You are cordially invited to inspect the dainty appliance and to 
wiiness the many untold adyantages this New Era Service represents. 
If unable to call, please write for further particulars. 

Read what the famous actress, YVONNE ARNAUD, says: 


Monsieur Ernest, 15th Octo er, 1923. 

am writing to fell you that | am very pleased indeed to 
have had _my hair permanently waved this time with your Non- 
Electric Craiz System. 1 never had the fear to have my head burnt 
by the carlers, and the result is most satisfactor 


With all my thanks, yours very truly, G. YVONNE ARNAUD, 


MAISON SPECIALE 


By Special Appointment. Under Royal Patronage, 
ERNEST DURR, Hair Specialist, 


Winner and Holder of International Fashion Challenge 
Trophy and 19 Gold Medals and Diploma Awards. 


ions anyaur su, 26, ADAM STREET, BAKER ST., W.1 
ETI qT 


~it looks best. 
—lasts longest. 
- costs least in the end. 


Wide Elastic 


fol Suspender Top doubly 
tintshed Top h 


strengthened 


H Spairs daintis 
boxed 166. 
POST FREE. 
Non returned 
not entirely 

\ satisfied. 


ealiens 


Pure Silk 
to the knee 


\\ Zashioned. 
iM: 


Seamed 
Back, 
Close and High 
Perfect Hitting Spliced 
¢Heel 


atthe ankle,_,@ 


Heel 

éSole 

A <DoubleSole. ¥ siren 

for INFANTS, Toe aiid with AD icsonet 


Mercerised Lisle. 


Black, White, Nigger, Tan, Mole, Suede, Putty, 

Shree Grey, Mid Giey, Dark Grey,’ Silver ‘Tinsel, 

Nude, Otter, Sand, Mushreem, Beaver, ‘I'ussore, 

Pastel, Cinnamon, Light and Dark Fawn, Sponge, 

Navy, Shoe Bronze, ( hampague, Covert, Oyster, 
and Evening Snaues 


MORGAN SQUIRE 


| LEICESTER 7] 


even when other foods disagree. 
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PETER ROBINSON 


EVERYTHING FOR EVERYBODY'S WEAR 


=! S 36 


Fur Stole in selected 
dark brown Bear, 
as sketch, 


£9.10.0 


Same shape, smaller 


E20 NO) 6 © 
Larger £10.15.0 


S55soee 
White Fur Scarf, 


lined crepe-de- 
chine, for day 
or evening wear. 


Length 80 in, 


“™ S 40 


Fur Wrap in 
selected ‘ Skunk, 


a becoming style. 


25 Gns. 


o 


; Furs Department, 
Second Floor, 
New Building. 


PETER ROBINSON LTD. 


OXFORD STREET & REGENT STREET W.1 


Telegrams: “' Greatly, London.” 


FURNISHINGS 


a 


FAMOUS 


pie 


DUTT ; : et 
= eee ) ae 28) 


WILLIAMSON & COLE specialise in Window Treatments. Application suoula be mide for 
their Book “ THE HOME BEAUTIFUL” and paiterns of their world-renowned Furn.shing Fabrics. 


WINTER CURTAIN FABRICS. 


sae ECO Ee & DAMASKS in excellent designs and colourings from 3/11 to 
per yd, 

HEAVY VELVETS. Good Colours, Reliable quality from 6/11 to 18/11 per yd. 

REPS in a large variety in a wide range of colours from 3 11% to 9,6 per yd. 

SATIN CLOTHS in rich and effective shades from: 5/6 to 9/11 per yd. 

ART SFRGE in various colours and qualities frm 1/11% to 8/11 per yd. 

CRETONNES from 1/0% per yd. SHADOW TISSUES & TAFFETAS from.2/9} to 15 11 per yd. 


Patterns Post Free. 


THE ‘* GRAFTON” CHAIR. 


An ideal Chair for comfort, with loose 
feather cushion in seat. 


As illustration. £6 19 6 


THE 
“ID. LL” 
CURTAIN. 


Of rich reversible 
Velour, beautifully 
embroidered imchoive 
colourms s- Good 
serviceable curtain. 
3 yds, long 

&§ 19 G per pair. 
Or can be made toany 
size at proportionate 
cost, and in coluurings 
to suitown decoration. 


% Sea Air 
and 


Tropical 
Washing 


Sun UNFADABLE FABRICS 


‘SUN-VELOUR.” A heavy reversible Curtain Fabric, 8/114 per yard, 50 ins. wice. 
*SUN-VIE”’ WILL. Soft hanging curtain material 4/11 per yd. 50 ins, wide. 


BOURNE” . An excellent fabric, from 3/3 to 4/11% per yd. } 
VEIN” CASEMENT CLOTH. Creams from 1/335 per yd. Colours from 1/11% per yd. 
ALL Fabrics prefixed with the word “Sun” are guaranteed unfad- 
able, Any length failing to meet this guarantee will be replaced. 


“SUN 


THE 
“ GRAFTON” 
SEITEE, 


Luxuriously 
comfortable 

5 ft 6 in 

Lounge 
with deep 
sprung seat 
and two 
loose feather 
cushions. 
One end ad- 
justable. As 
illustration. 


£13 196 


CARPETS. 


WILLIAMSON & COLE specialise 
in Heavy Pile Carpets as per illus- 
trations. These can be made to 
harmonise with any fabric or decora- 
tion. Size ft. by 12ft. from 16 Gns. 
They also have in stock an excep- 
tionally fine 27in. 

Wilton Carpet at 

8/11 per yard in 

the following 

colours; Orange, 

Mauve, Grey, 

Brown, Rose, 

Blue, _ Green 

and Black. 

Seamless 

Axminster 

Squares 10 ft. 

6in, by 9 ft., 

from 


Sy og 
| foal teehee El 


MPR Spey, 


Other sizes in fj 
proportion. 


The Bystander Annual, 1923 


Q 


Jollity and Exercise for all 
at Home 


Oil 


Process 
@Q VA 


“Dad doesn’t get it all his own way” 


FIVE-TEN JUNIOR 


a wonderfully fascinating game with just 
exercise the family need. 


Apparatus stands about 4 ft, 3 in, high x 
4 ft. wide folding into box form, 2 ft. 
6 in. x 2 ft. 


Sent on 7 
Days Free 
Trial. 


is 
the relaxation and 


Can be played in a space 3 yds, x 
2 yds. on a hard or linoleum covered 
floor. 


JI stained and varnished with 2 small 
racquets and 2balls - £3 100 


A HOME PERMANENT Waving Outfit which gives 
exactly the same result as illustrated. 
SENT ON FREE TRIAL 


UNAFFECTED BY WASHIN FOR 7 DAYS. 


Price from 1 Guinea. 


J2 painted green, with wooden bats 
instead of racquets - - £2176 


REDUCED ; 10/6 averege side curls The balls do not damage walls or furniture. 
SALON ;£1:11:6 average front 
PRICES | £3: 3:0 averaz Bobbie” or whole head ROLLICKING FUN AT LITTLE COST, 


Obtainable from 
SPORTS AND TOY DEALERS. 


In case of difficulty write to 


FIVE-TEN LTD., 170, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C.4. 


WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLETS. 
Permanent Waving Specialists only. 


¢, 5,Blenheim St. BOND ST., (Oxford St. end), LONDON, W. 
(Agent for Recamier Products) 
Also at 2, Harrow Road, W. 


MissBEATRICE 
LILLIE says: 


“The Graphic” 


Street, London, 
Nu. 


Use ‘EASTERN : FOAM! 


Lstimates Hree. 


Write for full particulars. 


{ 

The Pioneer of Illustra 

H “*EASTERN FOAM’ is : ted 

well named ‘The Cream of Journalism. 

Fascination.’ To use it once is 
to desire it always, In my 
opinion, it has no equal as a : ane 
vanishing cream for soothing Published every week - One Shilling. 
the skin and rendering it 
deliciously clear and fragrant.” 
| 
That Second 
Glance of Lighting & Cooking for Country Houses 
Admiration 
is more often than not compelled by a comp!exion brought SILVERTN x Petrol Gas Gener- 
to perfection by an occasional touch of ators start and stop automatically. 
Non-explosive and non-poisonous, 
o4™= ei i = 4a { 9 they supply a brighter, softer light 
g@ 7, y | = BY \ @ beet fey | A \ than electricity, and perform. every 
= af 8 Se = .. baited service of coal gas at a less cost 
VANISFING CREAM: and mereasficiently.< Sumpley,to 
: understand, easy to maintain, and 
F R E E This wonderful beautifier is exactly what every out-and- suitable for cottage or mansion. 
| about girl needs to-day, Applied after washing and before yet ‘ 

; BOX ES going “out, “* The Cream of Fascination” protects the most SPENSERS (Lighting and Heating Experts) 
f“The Cream sensitive skin against the coarsening effects of cold rain and j 6b, London Street, London, W.2 
cf Fascina. biting wind. Use ‘EASTERN FOAM’ regularly and Xe and 119b, George St., Edinburgh. 
tion,” suitable the brightest lights of the dance room will reveal you as the lo 4 

| fone enenatae possessor of a perfect complexion - free [rom all blemish. Ai) y B j SILVERLITE 

lag receiot. of Britain’s leading beauties use ‘EASTERN FOAM.’— \) ta 

| 14d, - stamped so should you. | @ 
addressed ety att 53; 
velope, Sen Large Pots at Is. 4d. —} APE The whole of the cooking 
NOW to Th Stonyhurs at this famous college 
‘British Drug Of all Chemists and Stcres. College. Biepeh Haar tests & 
peasy Lie : 
16-3U,Graham Away at home, Gas at 1/6 per 1,000 feet. 
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= and so_ 


the day ends perfectly 


It has been a glorious evening, and the last dance was 
wonderful. . . . It is now late, but there remains one little 


attention which must not be omitted, she seats herself before 

the mirror, takes up an opal jar, and with the tips of her fingers rubs into 

the firm skin of her face, neck and shoulders some Pond’s Cold Cream. 

After two or three minutes’? massage she takes a towel and wipes off the Ky 

superficial Cream. . . and so to hed. Now she.can sleep in peace, } 
knowing that her skin is undergoing a thorough cleans- i 
ing, and that Pond’s Cold Cream is creating conditions ‘ 
of suppleness, smoothness and. purity in her complexion, 
leaving it fresh, clear and radiant. 


WE 
gs 


During the daytime she uses Pond’s Vanishing Cream, both 
as a protection against dust and adverse weather, and also 
as a base for little touches of powder. 


“TO SOOTHE AND SMOOTH YOUR. SKIN.” 


Both creams obtainable from all chemists and stores in opal jars 
at 1/3 and 2/6, and in collapsible tubes, price ThA. (hand-bag 


eeeeeeeeeneseesesessesessnsecesensereeseneesesessssssessesesssseeneesessssseneneeeesenensens 


FREE Pond’s Extract Company will send, on receipt of 3d. in : 
stamps for postage and packing, a sample tube of Vanish- } 


i SAMPLES ing Cream and Cold Cream containing a liberal supply. = 


 --eeeeeauetenecssessscecscsnseoees eteeceeesesenscuaneseeneseeesecesseseersassseeeneeesenansan.—> 


POND’S EXTRACT CO., 
71. Southampton Row, London, W.C.1}. 


GELES “SHIRTS 
Whe THE SUPREMACY 
& OVERBLOUSES , OF BRITISH SILK 


The Season's Models MEIN VA hi | WR 3 ee ) Wek Y Make certain that 
are now. at. the best : 4 \E 5 $7 SAA TS the Celes Regd. 


Drapery Houses. Wf YAW ew : eee ZF NG 1 \ name is ere 
i \ i 1 \ ae ARS on every G55) 


garment. 


“CELES”—A TRIUMPH. 


FOR WASH AND WEAR NOTHING CAN COMPARE WITH CELES, FOR CUT AND FINISH NO ONE CAN WISH BETTER THAN CELES. 


STILL SMILING AT SIX. 


ives embodying so many more devices 
for simplifying the operator’s task and 
improving the quality and speed of the work 
turned out, the Underwood Portable is by 
far the strongest Portable Typewriter made. 


Because its construction involves no weakening 
of the machine with the multiplicity of screws, 
joints and slender mechanism needed where 
awkward adjustments have to be made before 
you can start typing. 


The Underwood Portable is ready for work 
the moment it is out of its handsome case. 
It invites you to settle down to work—it 
induces you to remain at work because it makes 
typewriling a genuine pleasure. 


Call and have it demonstrated or write 
Jor free lilustrated Booklet No. A.1o. 


UNDERWOOD PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS Ltd. 
70, New Bond Street, London, W.1. 
Phone: Mayfair 5806. 

Sole Headquarters for the United Kingdom. 


S252 233 
ey as. Z 


> 


Complete £ | 2 3 | y) -0 in Case. 
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The Car for YOU 


HE 12/30 h.p. HORSTMAN enjoys a reputation for 
At beauty of line and finish, coupled with an exceptional 
turn of speed, Capable of 60 m.p.h. on the road, it 
can pass with ease the majority of cars, at the same time 
Proving an economy of petrol consumption and general 
running costs. All-weather equipment, including wind- 
screen extensions and rigid side screens, is also a special 
feature. The 9/20 h.p. Four-Seater introduced for next 
season, develops power in plenty for family motoring. It is 
a car that may be purchased with every confidence, and ata 
price well within the reach of everyone. This is the full 
range of Horstman Models :— 12/30 h.p. Two-Seater, £315. 
Four-Seater, £325. Coupé, £395, Super Sports, £500. 
9/20 h.p. Four-Seater, £235. 
Get YOUR copy of the Horstman Catalogue. 


HORSTMAN CARS LTD., BATH, 


HORSTMAN 


lp Yhe Car that’ passes ie fo 


TRADE “MARK 


& a8 
EVER-READY 
ELECTRIC LAMPS 
& DRY BATTERIES 


THE MOST SEASONABLE OF ALL GIFTS AND ALWAYS APPRECIATED 


HE Ever-Ready series provide a Dry 
Battery article for each and every modern 
i purpose and convenience ; they are the 
cs WI acknowledged standards - of the world for 
S Wi ] efficiency, reliability, finish and construction. 


No, 2015. The “Safety” Pocket Torch w 
for switching on the light. 
Price 2/- complete. 2-cell Batteries 64, 


No. 2000N. ‘‘ Spotlight” Pocket Lamp with special reflector for 
projecting concentrated beam of light. 
Price 3/6 complete. 3-cell Batteries 9d.. 

No. 1757.. The Modern Lantern for household use. 
Price 17/6 complete. 3-cell Batteries 2/-. 

No. 1755. Smaller model 10/6, 3-cell Batteries 1/-. 


No. 1500. Bicycle Lamp—self-contained model. 
Price 10/6 complete. 2-cell Batteries 1/3. 
These lamps are constructed throughout of brass and finished 
best nickel plate. 
No. 2000 is also supplied covered real leather. 


INSIST ON EVER-READY MODELS FOR 100°/, EFFICIENCY. 


Illustrated Catalogue sent free on application. 
SERVICE ‘‘CQ’”? DEPARTMENT, 
THE EVER-READY COY. (GREAT BRITAIN) LTD. 
Hercules Place, Holloway, LONDON, N.7. 


ith reversible cap 
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Get your Christmas Dance Band 
from the Air! 


Get one in good time for the festivities, 


Christmas dances in the home are apt 
to prove expensive, even when only a and enjoy at its best the wealth of 
modest orchestra has to be specially en- entertainment lavished from the Broad- 
gaged ; and modest orchestras are apt to : casting Stations every day and every 
prove uninspiring. ? night. 


This Christmas all the Wireless Broad- : You may rely implicitly on the technical 
casting Stations will be throbbing and : perfection of the Marconiphone, — the 
thrilling with the finest dance music, : wonderful instrument in which, because 
played by the finest orchestras. These : it must be worthy of the great name it 
orchestras will play to you in your own bears, are summed up all the vast 
home, without payment, if you install a resources, the brilliant inventiveness, of 
Marconiphone Receiver. the Marconi Company. 


The best Christmas present—for 
your family or your friends—is 


The Triumph of (J the Master Mind 


g Ys : ; Ask your dealer for full particulars of the various 
: d Marconiphone models. In case of difficulty apply to: 


MARCONITS WIRELESS TELEGRAPH CO., LTD., Marconiphone Dept., Marconi House, Strand, W.C.2 


2 Ludgate Hill, BIRMINGHAM ; Principality Buildings, Queen Street, CARDIFF ; 41 St. Vincent Place, GLASGOW; 
io Cumberland Street, Deansgate, MANCHESTER ; 38 Northumberland Street, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. 
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The most fascinating gift for a Lady of Quality is a complete 
set of the MORNY Fine Toilet Products, fragrant with 
Dp F hh CI e J 17 
Ohe MNorny chef-d oeuvre, used in seven Royal Courts 
PERFUME 10% 18 35/- etc. 
Stoppered hottles, each in carton. 
BATTER SALTS nh a ae. “10 CREME de JOUR... ... .. .. 6 
The original water softener Greaseless~ for day use. 
BATH SALTS TABLETS 4-76106 TaLcum POWDER tins 16 bottles 26 
12,240r36 tablets in box for travelling. In tins or bottles, both with sprinklers. 
BATH DUSTING POWDER ... ,..5 TOILET SOAP. ws 3 tablets 14 
The foundation of the dainty toilette. d fine quality skin, soap, 
Travel Nodel with body puff ... 12’6 exceptionally perfumed. 
COMPLEXION POWDER ... ... 5 BATH SOdaP de LUXE 
imparts freshness & delicate bloom. Mammoth tablets ... ... each .... 23 
SOLID FACE POWDER Bronze case34  “Week-end”» » .. Lox of le-76 
for carrying in Card case 2 PATE DENTIFRICE... .. .. ..26 
the hand~bag. ‘Refills ..2/- Collapsible tubes or glass jars. 
BRILLANTINE CRISTALLISGE... 3- — FORINALISED SHAMPOO PRS. 29.5% 
Stoppered hottles with gilt cap. Boxes containing 6 or 12 envelopes. 
The total cost of the set of toilet essentials as above is 
from 75s.6d. to 105s.0d, according to sizes of products. 
Sold only by Retailers of fine Perfumery, or direct (postage extra) from 
7 OR FRERES ., 201,REGENT S TREET, 
J ) ) NY LIDNTED TONDO 3 Ww. 
y ReviLo |M 
é = : 


ae ee ee 
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e House with the unrivalled reputation 
for exclusive hair-work productions 


‘La Naturelle’ 


fal T Ihe final choice of those who 
ar appreciate a thoroughly 

XC practical Transformation of 
unsurpassed quality which retains 
its natural wave without any effort 
on the part of the wearer. 


Send for New Catalogue de Luxe with detaiis 


: LA NATURELLE 
Wes Transformation 


The§} ymbol of Perfection 


=<y 


= 


Ce 


Always admred hut 
NEVER cdetected 


AOC ST 


of the ‘* Times” system of payments. by instal- eae Telephones : A 
by ments. Specumens of this unique trans forma- eaters ° Victoria 5944, 
te 5 Py kore nreraatt estes owes ‘ victoria sau: 
. tion may ide das! on itera ese Laan alSOon COT eS ctoria i. 
FULL TRANSFORVATION FROM 12 GUINEAS. peleene tat ah ble eo ie LON Sent ~ 
i 


EIS eS 


An elegant and useful 


CHRISTMAS PRESENT. 
Willcox & Gibbs 


“AUTOMATIC ” 
Silent Sewing Machine 


Hand 
or 


Treadle 


GIVES DAILY ACCEPTABLE SERVICE 
FOR A _ LIFETIME, 


RELIABLE — DURABLE— EASY TO WORK— ALWAYS — 


READY FOR USE. 


WILLCOX & GIBBS S. M. CO. LTD. 


20, FORE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 2. 


‘Branches or Agents in most Towns. 


Chief Office: 


FOR YOUR WATERPROOF 


go to Elvery’s. 


Goods sent approval against deposit. 
Estd. 1850 


ELVERY’S (Est. 1850) hold 
the finest selection and the most 
moderate in price. 


ELVERY'S A.1. “ LIGHT- 
WEIGHT ” STORMPROOF. 


The most reliable on the market 
and superior in cut and finish. 


Also for Gentlemen same price. 
Belted design 2/6 extra. 


Colours : Fawn, Mole, Navy, ete’ 


SILK WATERPROOFS 
(FEATHERWEIGHT) 


A charming range of colours to 
select from. 


Reduced price 33 Gns. 


RAIN-WRAPS in Wool Gabs 
_ and Coverts, 42/- to 938s/6 


Patterns post free per return: 


ELEPHANT HOUSE, 


> 31, CONDUIT ST., LONDON, W.1. 


Selves 


Limited 


(One door from New Bond Street) 
And at Elephant House, Dublin and Cork, 


ELVERY'S WATERPKOOFS HAVE STOOD THE TEST OF YEARS. 
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Fabrics _can be supplied 
be ex 


by all the besf Furnishe 


oF : 
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Morton Sundour Fabrics Lid., 


n, thus eombini 


y 
ecorafors, buf shoul 


Neither sunli 
washing will 
They are unrivalled 
| difficult 


of desig 


= econom 
in house furnishin 
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#. 
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Especially designed 


Proportions, and to 
expansion without 
fastening. 


“NO MORE 
RHEUMATISM 


DISSOLVE a little Alkia 
Saltrates in a half-tumbler 
of hot water (or better still 
in your tea) and take first 
thing each morning for a 
week or so, That is all you 
need, fe 


The pains, aches, swellings, 
stiffness, and other misery 
disappear with remarkable 
rapidity, 


The truly amazing effects produced are 


difficult nyone but a user to credit 
when stated in cold type. Alxia 
Saltrate ste- pleasant, never depresses 
and unlike strong purgatives, aperientss 
etc., it does NOT flush out the vitally 
necessary digestive jnices and intestinal 
fluids. [lence it cannot have anv after 


effects. Bucit WORKS ciear 
——s —— 
nd system of the poisonous 
{ impurities which form \he 
of Kheumatism, Gout, 


vlirates can be obtained from all 
orn e being only 3/3 a /arge bot- 
wction 1s guaranteed every user 


BACK [MMEMI+4TELY¥ 


or MUD “J 
AND WITHOUT QUESTION. 


Sattrates Lrp., Euston BuILDINGs, 
Lonnon, N.W.1. 


THE B 
BRITISH ts 
Aller 
qa 
Cylinder 


D| ‘Phone : Mayfair 1543 


coming lines 


and godet 


Specialite Se rae 
Costume ‘ 8 Gs. 
£660 @& 
for all occasions, 
Ladies requiring 


2 Smart Wrap 
should not pass 
this ! 


iZ660o0k 


(as sketch) 


PRICES few 


Personally cut and 
fitt 


e SUremenis 
y the best work. 
men, in 15 Colours, 


‘Picture 
All the Best 


Sati: ion as 
others in al] parts 
of the world, 


miding Habits 
29 9 © See’ 


55SOUTH MOL TON STREET, W.1 


PRICE - - 


balance for the figure 


BARRI, Ltd., 33 New Bond Street,W.1. 


Late of 31, Baker Street, W.1. 


Daily Graphic 


ONE PENNY 


The World’s Leading 


Daily. 


Pictures 


All the Real News 


Daily Graphic 


ONE PENNY 


to create proper 
through changing 
give the necessary 
removal of any 


How much MONEY 
do you WASTE 
on Coal ? 


SEE HOW THE HUE FIRE 
STOPS THE WASTE. 


OU_ probably have an old- 
fashioned grate which wastes 
the coal and gives little heat. 
—————— Why not convert it 
1. into a modern barless 
« fire? Thecost is small 
and the operation sim- 
ple. The Hue does 
actually give double 
the heat from the fuel 
used. Not a makeshift 
but constructed speci- 
ally to fit vow grate. 
a Adapted to the bottom 
= gratingin five minutes, 
without mess or 
trouble, and will .burn 
for hours without 
attention. The Hue is 
designed on scientific 
principles to ensure 
complete combustion, 
and its handsome 
enamelled finish makes 
it an ornament to any 
room. There is no 
substitute for the Hue 
=] —it is in a class by 
itself. 


Spon: His the When Yeu Move 
, mids “tone. you can take the Hue 
“ue Barless Stove, with you. This is a 
great advantage to tenants, and being easily 
portable can be removed from room to 
room if desired. 


Send 14/6 To-day 


if your grate measures 12, 14 or ldins. 
between the bars, 15/6 if 16ins., other sizes in 
proportion. and we will send the Hue Fire 
securely packed and carriage paid. State 
height of bottom grating from hearth. Made 
in two sizes, for grates from 3} to d ins. high 
tespectively.  /idustratea’ Booklets FR rr i 


YOUNG & MARTEN, Ltd. 
(Dept. B), Stratford, London, E.15 


Old-Jashionea Coal 
eating Srove. 


Wide Fastic ‘9s ~=s PER PAIR 
Mercerisedlisle 3 Pairs 23 
sp In 


BLACK, WHITE, 
NIGGER, FAWN, 
) GREY,COATING, 


This smart 


cad ALMOND 

Seoeeniaien BROWN, 

navy pbaie COVERT, 

ane attractive * UEDE, 

tunic effect. LIGHT and 

15% Gns, DARK 

: BEA ER. 


Beautiful Hose- 
de-Luxe made 
from superior 
Italian Glove 
Silk with 
strengthened 
mercerised 
tops. 
POST 
FREE 
Money 
refunded 
if not 
entirely 
Satisfied. 


Hae come SSPE 


A STRONG SENSIBLE 
LOG BASKET 
} in brown cane with malacca handles, 
2lins. x l¢ ins. 32/. Carriage paid, 
Catalogue of other basket-ware, fre 
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ECTITUDE, sailor- 


platitude and 
hatitude—so runs a description 

of the lady-like individual. 
But ladies aren’t in vogue any more. 
They seem to have disappeared with 


the sailor-hats. However, till the other 
day, the lady-like girl had at least one 
impregnable stronghold. 

Someone has truthfully observed that 
if you see garments hanging up behind 
a door, or resting on a Chair, you can 
tell at once if they belong to quiet 
people, or frisky people, sensible people, 


Christmas 


gay, unmoral, religious, or common 
people. 
Precisely. And I, who during the 


winter months am a devotee of the 
indoor sport of reading—a book-fan, 
to put it more colloquially—could, if 
I saw the names of certain best-sellers 
on the cover, rely on finding a dyed-in- 
the-wool lady amongst their pages. 

Without exception she was always 
there, and her gentility amounted 
almost to a disease. Her sweet guileless 
nature set strongly in the direction of 
strong, silent men, and if you saw her 
meditating you could guess that her 
thoughts were ranging round no more 
passionate topic than the thinking out 
of a fresh disguise for the cold mutton. 
And you would guess right. 

Knowing, then, where of a surety 


A 


NORTH 
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FIND. THE LADY} 


By IRENE HARRISON 


to spot the lady, a short time ago, 
I investigated the latest effort of 
her best-known exponent. 

The scene was set. He— 
although he had no_ business 
to do so—took Her in his arms 
and proceeded to kiss her 
strenuously. I, like every other 
experienced novel-reader, knew what 
to hope for. She would struggle 
“‘samely,’’ reproach Him for the 
insult, and eventually He would slink 
Or words to 


away like a beaten cur. 
that effect. 

Well, she struggled all right. Only 
she stepped down once and for all time 
from the topmost pinnacle of ladyhood. 
For what did I read ? 

“She fought for breath, but not for 
freedom.”’ 

Dear me. 

Notice those four words, and ponder 
their significance. 

She, aforetime so lady-like, is taking 
a breath from the nerve-charged atmo- 
sphere where more temperamental 
heroines have their being. Young 
women with tattered pasts and streaky 


“Che Magic of Islam” 
AFRICAN MOTOR TOURS 


15 Distinct Itineraries for Tours from London to 


Algeria - Tunisia - Morocco 


4. Gift 
= y Will you send 
A CHRISTMAS GIFT 


to help support the 
7,308 


boys and girls and babies 
in Dr. Barnardo’s Homes—the 
Largest Family in the World ? 


1,328 are babies and 
little tots under 5. 
10/- 


will support one orphan and 
destitute little one for a week. 


Visiting amongst other places CASABLANCA, RABAT, 
MARRAKESH (Morocco City), FEZ, FIGUIG, 
LAGHOUAT, BOU SAADA, BISKRA, CONSTAN- 
TINE, TUGGURT, TUNIS, KAIROUAN, TIMGAD, 
CARTHAGE, The palm-clad OASES of the SAHARA. 
The snow-capped Atlas. Caravans & Camping in the Desert, ete, 


LONDON TO ALGIERS IN TWO DAYS 


‘Company's own Express Mail Steamers from Marscilles. 

Company’s own Hotels (24 erected) the wonder of North Africa. 

Company’s own Luxurious Private Cars. 

Special feature: The fares are absolutely inclusive, even of Gratuities 
jaths, Afternoon Tea, etc., etc. 


Full particulars from any Tourist Agency, or 


FRENCH LINE. Compagnie Generale Transatlantique, 
22, PALL MALL, LONDON, S.W. 1. 


LL 


\f 
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Ke 


Cheques and Orders payable 
“Dr. Barnardo’s Homes Food Fund,” 
and crossed, may be addresset 10 
the Honorary ‘Treasurer, Howard 
Williams, Esq. (Dept. B), 18- = 
Stepney Causeway, London, E.1. 
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HE Whiskery One sat at 
his bench in the laboratory, 
surrounded by carboys and 
chemicals. Before him stood a retort 
containing a bubbling fluid, which he 
was heating by means of a blow-pipe 
and burner. 
“What are you doing?” I asked 
him, curiously. 
“Tam analysing the Christmas 
Spirit,’’ he replied. 
’ “ But,” I protested, ‘‘ surely a spirit 
is an intangible thing. You can’t——”’ 
“Pooh!” exclaimed Whiskers, with 
a prodigious puff at his blowpipe. 
“You are merely echoing the vague 
sentimentalities of an irrational and 
unscientific age. I have almost com- 
' pleted my investigations into the com- 
position of Christmas. Some of the 
ingredients I can already give you.” 
Here he consulted his note- book. 
“Yes. Here are my data. Humbug, 
five parts; spurious emotion, five 
parts ; overeating, ten parts——” 
‘* T disagree,’ Linterrupted, warmly. 


“ T have always looked on Christmas 
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‘* There you are,”’ sneered Whiskers. 
“Dickens and water, twenty parts. 
No, sir. To-day we have no use for 
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childish myths and illogical fancies. 
The foolish old idea of Christmas is 
exploded 

Bang! At the word “ explode” 
there was a blinding flash and a 
terrific roar. The retort had blown up. 
For a moment the place was filled with 
dense smoke, and from the rift came 
voices and peal after peal of elfin 
laughter, sweet as the sound of silver 
bells. Magically the smoke cleared, 
and I saw, dancing in a ring, their 
wings rainbow-jewelled, thousands 
upon thousands of tiny fairies, gnomes 
andelves. And this is what they sang : 


Here’s the man who tried to throttle 
Beauty in an acid bottle ; 

Tried to trap our fairest dreams 
(Woven from the bright moonbeams) ; 
Tried to keep the Good, the True 

In a box marked ‘‘ Litmus ”’ (blue) ; 
Said that Love and Children’s glee 
Were reduced to formule. 


Doubly dull and foolish man ! 

Do you really think you can 

Docket Christmas as a fable— 

Pack it with a chemist’s label ? 

If you had a massive chest, 

Tall and broad as Everest, 

Bound with hard, cold fact and figure, 
Capable of growing bigger— 

If it grew a mile a minute, 

You couldn't stifle Christmas in it ! 


Made and Printed in Great Britain. 
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But the Whiskery One had fied. 


was all changed. The bottle-lined 
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shelves had disappeared, and in ‘+ \!\ 


their place hung rich festoons 
of gay mistletoe and crinkling 
holly. Along one wall I saw, as 
though down some endless avenue, 
a crowd of happy people, hundreds and 
hundreds of them. There were fathers 
and mothers, and sons home from 
abroad, and bright-eyed lovers and 
smiling friends. There were old 
enemies, too—old enemies who were 
shaking hands and saying in one 
breath > ‘‘ Not a bit of it, my dear 
fellow; it was my fault entirely.” 
And from this merry throng came 
strange music. It was the strangest 
and sweetest music I had ever heard. 
In it there was something of the 
twittering of birds, something of the 
pealing of old church bells, something 
of the lilt of fairy pipes, and, more 
beautiful than all, something of the 
laughter of happy, happy children. 
Then, as the harmony ceased, there 
stepped forward from this merry 
company a jovial, rosy-cheeked fellow, 
who sang in a rich, deep baritone : 
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Ob, England is a goodly land, a land of 
honest pride, 

And Yuletide is a goodly time before the 
warm fireside. 

We love the strength of England's hills 
the verdure of her dells; 

We love the messages of cheer that ring 
from Christmas bells. 

For of all lands old England stands out 
above the rest, 

And of all goodly seasons old Christmas 
is the best. 


Oh, England is a lovely land of streams 
and wayside flowers, 

And Yuletide is a lovely time, compact 
of smiling hours ; 

We love the land where meadow-sweet 
abounds in leafy lanes ; 

We love the time when jewelled frost 
adorns our window-panes. 

For of all lands old England stands out 
above the rest, 


CHRISTMAS IN A TRADITIONAL SETTING 


IAI ST 


us i 
SME Snl 


ES 
ra 


Pn 
Uh 


Bia ott GU aC EV Guus NEE UOC RVTL ERTL ARE Wi ROMS KILGORE AE 


% 
VAY 


, tf at er ( ite 


Af 
a 


wat 


— 


1 / \ ten 


a3 
SARL wom 


ING eee 

NS Lea 

And of all lovely seasons old Christ- 
mas is the best. 


Oh, England is a kindly land, a strong 
and shelt’ring oak, 
And Christmas is a kindly time for 
simple, kindly folk. 
An understanding sympathy _ binds 
English hearts together, 
And never closer is the bond than in 
bright Christmas weather, 
For of all lands old England stands out 
above the rest, 
And of all kindly seasons old Christmas 
is the best. 


The song ceased. The crowd faded 
into a thin mist. Last ofall, the singer 
seemed about to fade, too. As he was 
going I noticed that he had dropped 
near me a brightly covered volume. 

“Hi!” I called, ‘‘ you’ve dropped 
your book ! ” 

“That’s all right,’ he 
cheerily. ‘‘ Hand it on 
friends. They’ll like it.” 

And so, my friend, 
know you'll like it. 


replied, 
to your 


here it is. 1 
You wouldn't 


want to disappoint a jolly fellow like 
that, would you ? 


A. A. THOMSON 


[idl Cadby 


” Christmas weather, with all the accompaniments of snow-covered earth and ice-covered water, is a certaint 
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Baby demands all 
that is purest — 
Give him Pears | 
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(Motoring and flying will, in the near 
future, be within the means of nearly 
everybody, and we very much doubt whether 
fifty years hence golf will be played at 
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“‘TIr was the Scotch,” old Gasper cried, 
“Who introduced the game, 
Though I could never quite make out 
The way they played the same. 
But every corner of the map 


Would have its Autumn Handicap. 
all,—DatILy PAPER.] 


“‘ My father lived at Walton Heath, 
A famous course, I’m told, 
And at the clubhouse was a shop 
Where balls like this were sold. 
And curious weapons, too, they had 


With which they struck the balls like 
mad. 


Old Gasper’s work was done, 
And with his Ford before the door 
Was ready for a run, 
And in her baby limousine 
So was his grandchild Eveline. 


I was a summer evening, 


SHE saw her brother Archibald 
Kick something small and round, 
Which he among some bracken roots 
In playing there had found. 
He came to ask what he had found 
That was so black and smell and round. 


“AND crowds of funny-looking men 
In things they called ‘ plus fours,’ 
Would come and hit these little balls, 
While markers kept their scores. 
For that was what you see, old chap, 
Was called an Autumn Handicap. 
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Op Gasper took it from the boy 
Who stood expectant by, 
And then the old man shook his head 
With reminiscent sigh— 
“‘?Tis some poor golfer’s ball mayhap 
Lost in an Autumn Handicap. 


&y 


“ THEY say it was a common sight 
When grown men struck the ball 
Not two feet from the little hole 
To miss it after all. 
For things like that would often hap- 
Pen in an Autumn Handicap. 
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“GREAT? praise a golfer always got 
Who did a hole in two——.” 
“IT think it sounds a stupid game! ” 
Cried Archibald, ‘‘ don’t you?” 
se raushilice, You must not say that, old chap, 
About an Autumn Handicap ! 


‘‘J rinp them all about the place, 
There’s hundreds here about, 
And when I dig the garden up 
I often turns ’em out. 
For. crowds of golfers played, old chap, 
In every Autumn Handicap.” 


““ AND he was quite a hero who 
Went round in 74. as 
“But they’d have got more exercise 
By having twice that score ! ” 
“Yes, but that wouldn’t do, old chap, 
Not in an Autumn Handicap!” 


‘Bur tell me what ’twas all about,” 
Young Archibald he cries, 
And little Eveline looked up 
With wonder and surprise. 
‘Yes, tell us why on earth they came 
And how they played this silly game! ” 


ILLUSTRATED BY TREVER EVANS 
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‘I'd like to kiss you, but I see your powder ” 


“Well, you needn't rub it in!” 
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FrEDIS 


= had become a familiar figure 
H at Cap d’Or, he and his dog, 

The two were to be seen most 
mornings on the sea-wall under the 
pines, the man scraping out melancholy 
Russian tunes on his violin, while the 
dog sat up and begged whenever any- 
body passed. The man’s eyes were 
brown, the spaniel’s the colour of honey, 
but in expression the eyes of dog and 
man resembled each other, suggesting 
the same gentleness and a pathetic 
acceptance of life’s inversions. The dog 
carried a tin on his collar, and when a 
passer-by dropped a coin into it the 
dog saluted with his right paw, and the 
tall old man unbent in a slight bow. 

People hardly troubled to ask them- 
selves who the old fellow was and 
whence he came. He and his dog were 
just a couple of beggars, but gentle 
beggars, pleasantly unaggressive. Miss 
Blight, of the Villa Pamponia, who 
mothered the Society for Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals in Cap d’Or, had 
tackled the old man and asked him 
innumerable questions, 

“I hope you are kind to your dog.” 

The violinist had SES in good 
French. 

“He is my only friend, madame.” 

“You feed him properly ?” 

“He has what I have.” 

“‘ And where do you come from ? ” 

‘“‘From Russia, madame.”’ 

The old fellow had drawn himself up, 
and for once his eyes had ceased to be 
gentle, for Miss Blight was a woman 
who roused the devil when she went 
about praising God. 

Mrs. Margaret Flemming’s garden, 
stretching serenely above the roadway 


behind its creeper-covered balustrades. 


and its rows of cypresses, overlooked 
the little grove of pines where the beggar 
and his dog stood for alms. Mrs. 
Flemming had a white marble belvedere 
here; a white oriel jutting out between 
the cypresses, and stained purple with 
the blossom of a bougainvillea. When 
tired of gardening and of the idiosyn- 
cracies of Pierre and Anatole, her two 
elusive gardeners, she would come to 
the belvedere, carrying a green velvet 
cushion and a book. More frequently 
than not the book remained unread, for 


Mrs. Flemming preferred life on its. 


highway to life on paper, and Cap d’Or 
was full of life. Being a lonely woman, 


AAU SAAT OR. 
COVES HIMSELF. 


QO by Werwick Deeping 


ILLUSTRATED BY BLAM 


she was fond of watching other people ; 
not that she expected to cure her 
loneliness by watching them, for certain 
vicissitudes and disharmonies had per- 
suaded her to prefer loneliness to that 
maze of misunderstanding which we call 
marriage. Mrs. Flemming had tried it 
twice, and had ended by marrying 
her garden. 

Up to this white niche in the green 
cypress wall drifted the plaintive 
Russian melodies that old Saratof 
drew from his violin. It was like the 
wind in the pines in the great spaces of 
Muscovy. She saw his figure fore- 
shortened, the big black boots, the 
trousers bulging at the knees, one lean 


“wrist and hand swaying to and fro, 
the bronze-coloured violin tucked under 


out-jutting chin and hat-brim. The 
pines threw soft shadows over him and 
the amber-eyed spaniel. Sometimes he 
would throw his head back and look up, 
but with eyes of vagueness, inattentive, 
uncalculating. 

“ Poor old: thing !’’ she would say ; 
“one of the failures.” 

Yet, she would remind herself that 
he was no older than she was, and if 
finance had made his life a failure, 
financiers had’ speculated with the 
happiness of hers. Two rather dull 
husbands, both endowed with that 
curious and concentrated dullness which 
appears to collect money ! 

He interested her, he and his dog. 

Twice a week she allowed herself a 
little promenade as far as the old 
hermitage on the cape, and on the way 
home she would present the spaniel 
with a silver franc. She would pat the 
dog’s head. But she and the violinist 
never exchanged a single word. They 
would look at each other shyly, and in 
his eyes there was a shrinking aloofness 
that communicated itself to hers. He 
might be gentle in his disillusionments, 
but he was still a creature of humilia- 
tions. His clothes and his patched boots 
cringed, even if he did not. Circum- 
stances dominated him. He had the 
air of a proud man who suddenly had 
found himself in rags, picking crusts 
out of the gutter, and he was still 
shocked and bewildered by the catas- 
trophe. In fact, he had the air of a 
child who would never emerge from 
this nightmare of tragic bewilderment. 
His seediness seemed permanent. He 

(AU rights strictly reserved.) 
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would die wripped up in it, being too 
old to renew both his soul and _ his 
clothes. 


“He must have suffered,’’ she 
thought; ‘‘he must have suffered 
greatly.” 


Later, she made the discovery that 
if she was interested in this gentlemam 
beggar—the beggar was interested in her 
garden. She made the discovery quite by 
chance one evening, when looking down 
from the upper terrace towards the great 
iron gate. Mrs. Flemming was rather 
proud of the view from the gate, but 
her love for it was greater than her 
pride, and there he stood with his dog, 
looking in at the green lawn with the 
statues spaced about it under the 
shadows of the trees. There was dignity 
here, repose, mystery, the interplay 
of light and shadow upon the grass and 
upon the marble figures, and old 
Saratof stood looking in as upon a 
world that he had lost, a world of 
beautiful ease and noble reticences, 
of gentle and wise selfishness, of sensi- 
tive ‘silences which a newspaper 
democracy does not understand. 

Later still she discovered that he 
stopped at the gate daily, and stood 
solemnly gazing—his hat in his hand— 
like a peasant at the gate of a shrine. 
Even the dog had accepted the regular 
recurrence of the incident, for he sat 
down on his stumpy tail with an air 
of consenting sympathy. 

Mrs. Flemming stooped to a surprise. 
She came down the winding path 
between the flowering shrubs, and 
added herself to the vista. She was 
in white, an antique, but a quite 
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beautiful antique. She had grown old 
pleasantly, like a garden. 

She smiled at the shabby figure. 
He had an air of being confused and of 
wishing to sneak away, and somehow 
his poor furtiveness hurt her. He had 


his hat in his hand, that deplorable 


old hat. 

“Yes, it looks best when the sun- 
light comes through the trees.” 

He gave her a half-frightened glance. 

“Yes, madame. It is so peaceful.” 

““ Ah—what we all long for—now, 
and so few of us can get. You are fond 
of gardens?” 


He made a sort of stammering noise.: 


It was such a long time since a woman 
of refinement had spoken to him as to 
an intelligent equal. Most people 
classed him with his dog, yes—and were 
far politer to the spaniel. 

“JT love gardens, madame.” 

She smiled. 

“The Bible began with a garden. 
And — you — perhaps. 

He looked sorrowful. 

““ Once—yes—I had a garden.” 

‘“ And where was that?” 

“Qn the shores of the Black Sea. 
Yes—and I had statues and noble 
trees——” 

She was about to say something 
sympathetic when he covered his 
head with his deplorable hat, bowed 
to her with the air of an aristocrat, 
and fled. He was running away 
from being pitied; and from the 
patronage that is pity’s ugly sister. 
The spaniel waddled briskly in his 
fugitive shadow. They disappeared 
together round the grey angle of 


the terrace wall. 
Mrs. Flemming held 


her breath. 


‘I do believe that he thought that 
I thought he was going to beg.”’ 

She wandered slowly across 
shadow flecked lawn. 

“A man who has to wear a hat 
like that! Gentleness and pride!” 

On Sundays the Russian formed one 
of an orchestra at a somewhat dis- 
reputable drinking-house, where people 
of the lowest class danced with much 
vigour and noise. Saratof did not take 
his dog with him to this place, for his 
dog was a clean animal who knew how 
to behave, and if Saratof loved his dog 
he hated people who bawled and 
screeched, and whose clothes were much 
too fragrant. He had cause to hate 
that particular class, and to fear it. 
He hated this Sunday festival, and he 
would sneak into the place with his 
hat on his eyes, and his violin wrapped 
up in an old pillow case. 

One Sunday he was observed. A 
carriage drove past as he was in the 
act of diving for the doorway, and the 
eyes of two people met. Saratof paused 
as though paralysed. The woman in 
the carriage had bowed to him at the 
very moment when he was about to 
enter that doorway. 

He pulled off his hat, walked on 
tapidly as though he had nothing to 
do with the drinking-house, and did 
not stop until he had reached the end 
of the street. He was trembling. He 


the 


‘glanced over his shoulder to make sure 


that the carriage was out of sight. 
“There are some things that no 
stomach can digest,” he reflected. 
Turning, he reapproached the detested 
doorway. He was late. He could hear 
the silly shouting and singing, and the 
scraping of heavy boots. And the stench 
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of garlic, sawdust and rank tobacco! 
No, he would not sell the soul of a dog 
in such a place. 

Saratof went off home, if a room at 
the top of a six-story building can be 
called home. Arrived there, he did a 
most unusual thing. He put his violin 
away, removed the tin mug from 
Stefan’s collar, and took the dog for 
a walk. 

Mrs. Flemming saw him pass along 
the road to the cape, and she was 
capable of realising that this was a 
promenade of pleasure, and that both 
Saratof and his dog were off duty. She 
could see thus far, but no further, nor 
was she able to estimate the effect her 
bow had had upon a seedy old fellow 
surprised in the act of entering a 
particular doorway. It had astonished 
him ; it had turned him back from that 
place where a refugee sold his music to 
fools for a couple of francs. 

Mrs. Flemming had brought her green 
cushion, and her book, to the belvedere, 
and she waited for Saratof’s return, and 
presently she observed him and the 
dog coming slowly back along the loops 
of the road. It occurred to her to wonder 
whether Saratof would pause and take 
his usual stand at her gate. He was a 
shy and elusive creature, easily 
frightened ; Stefan the dog had far 
more confidence and aplomb. 

She decided to address herself to 
the dog, and going down she set both 
leaves of the iron gate wide open, and 
diverging, took her stand by one of 
the statues. Her white dress mingled 
with the whiteness of the figure, and 
when Saratof came to the open gate, 
he had-the sun in his eyes, and for a. 
moment he did not see her. Mrs. 
Flemming recognised 
her opportunity and 
accepted it. She 
approached the gate 
under cover of the trees, 
and almost _ before 
Saratof realised her 
presence she was con- 
ducting a friendly 
conversation with 
Stefan. 

“ Well, old fellow, I 
hope you have enjoyed 
your walk?” 

Stefan was a gentle- 
man ; he sat up on his 
stumpy tail and saluted, 
and on Mrs. Flemming 
extending a hand, he 
shook a paw. 

Saratof had raised his 
hat. Both his eyes and 
his tongue were in- 
articulate and troubled. 
He had done a most rash 
and audacious thing 
this day in prizing 


The Bystander Annual, 1923 


his poor pride above the value of two 
francs, and he had done it because a 
woman in a carriage had bowed to him. 
And here he was, with his shabby, 
sensitive soul, standing in her gateway, 
terribly afraid that she meant to give 
him money. 

She did nothing of the kind. 
asked him whether he 
would like to see her 
garden. 

He stammered. 

‘Tt would be a great 
pleasure, madame——”’ 

She smiled, suddenly 
aware of his cleanness, 
and glad of it. His 
clothes might be thread- 
bare, but his collar was 
white, and she noticed 
the almost meticulous 
niceness of his hands. 
And he had shaved. 

“Please come in and 
bring your dog.” 

He entered, hat in 
hand, Stefan waddling 
beside him, On the edge 
of the lawn she paused 
as though she _ had 
remembered something. 

“We do not know each other’s name. 
Mine is Flemming, Madame Flemming.” 
‘He hesitated, while her eyes 
encouraged him. 

“This is Stefan,’ he said, giving 
the dog a gentle cuff with his hat. 
‘‘My name is Saratof, Paul Saratof.” 

“Monsieur Saratof? Or am I mis- 
taken ? Were you not a soldier ? ” 

He made a movement of the head. 

“ Colonel Saratof—in the old days.” 

“Colonel Saratof—still—I think.” 

She took him round her garden, and 
showed him all her particular loves, her 


She 


orange grove, where the anemonies 
bloomed under the trees, her roses, 
her borders of nemesia, wallflowers 


and stocks. He gazed at everything 
and said very little; he still appeared 
a little bewildered as though he were 
walking in some other world, the world 
of a dream. ‘Colonel Paul Saratof had 
come to life in place of Saratof the 
beggar ; once again he was the man of 
cultured pride and of sensitive appre- 
ciation. It was delightful, but it 
tantalised and hurt him, because the 
Colonel Saratof of yesterday seemed 
dead, while Saratof the penniless refugee 
and beggar was the reality. 

He may have been unaware of the 
change in himself, but Margaret 
Flemming observed it. He was.a little 
more conscious of what he had been, 
and not quite so conscious of what 
he was. His eyes lost their frightened 
look, and somehow those clothes 
appeared less shabby on the resurrected 
body of Saratof the soldier. 


When she had showed him the garden 


she took him up to the terrace and © 


made him sit down in the sun. Stefan 
curled himself at the old man’s feet. 
A servant appeared with tea, and 
Saratof had his tea milkless and sugar- 
less, but with a slice of lemon in it. 

He was moved. It was quite absurd 
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She saw his eyes fix themselves on 
the dog. 

“Stefan respects himself; he has 
his job, and for a do MY 

“He does it well. But—a man can 
do things well, certain things—if he 
loves them.” 

She paused—was about to speak, 


“He gazed at everything and said very little” 


that a man’s eyes should grow moist 
over a slice of lemon in a cup of. tea, 
and that his hand should tremble. 

‘Madame, your thoughtfulness is as 
charming as your garden.” : 

Some of his old manner had come 
back. He got up and bowed to her, 
and his poor old clothes suddenly 
became splendid. 

‘To think that such things are not 
dead !” 

She passed him the plate of cakes, 
and then selected a particularly succu- 
lent one for Stefan the dog. 

“To you—it must have seemed very 
much like mockery.” 

“©, no, not mockery,” he said; 
“nothing that is beautiful can ever 
be mocking.” 

He sipped his tea. She felt that his 
surroundings soothed him, and that 
some of the dreadfulness of life had 
fallen away. He had lifted up his head 
to look sadly but steadily into the eyes 
of the past. He had suffered a great 
deal, but he was being reminded by the 
soft presence of this woman who loved 
flowers that there was nothing shameful 
in being poor. In fact, it may be much 
more shameful to be rich. 

“ How happy you must be, madame. 
There were days when I 2 

‘And you did not realise it!” 

He gave her a swift smile. 

“No. That was because I was 
happy.” 

‘Well, it will come again. That 
tragedy may have stripped you of 
everything, but it is possible——” 


and paused again, caught by an idea. 

“Does it matter what we do— 
provided that we love it and give 
our best? My gardeners— yes— the 
wretches, so much perfunctory labour 
given for so much pay. — Hirelings | 
I loathe hirelings. A garden ought 
not to be cared for by hirelings.” 

He looked at her, puzzled. 

“They do not really care——? ” 

fe No.” : 

‘* But what a pleasant life, in the sun, 
among these trees and flowers, planting 
and pruning and sowing seeds. Doing 
good things and no bad ones.” 

“Yes,” she said, “‘a garden is like 
that. I put in five hours a day, but 
I have never yet found my ideal 
gardener. Perhaps——” 

He swallowed the rest of his tea, 
and looked excited, and incredulous. 
and confused. She was aware of his 
agitation, and wondered whether it 
arose from his appreciation of what was 
in her mind. To become a gardener, 
her gardener! Was he too old ? Would 
he resent it ? 

And then she dared the offence. 

“T am getting rid of both my 
gardeners ; I know of a strong lad who 
is a worker, but I want a man who will 
have—the right feeling. Do you know 
of anybody ? ” 

He stared hard at his dog. 

“Yes, Ido. But he is rather ignorant 
and rather old, impertinently ignorant.” 

‘* When one loves a thing—one learns. 
Besides, if one has ever had a garden 
and cared for it Wy 
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His thin face flushed. He stood up, 
and with great dignity he bowed to her. 

“Madame, I have the very great 
honour—to offer myself—as your 
gardener.”’ 

“ Monsieur le Colonel—I accept.” 

And then she smiled. 

“ After all, does one’s dignity suffer 
among flowers ? ” 

“Madame,” he said, ‘1 think ‘an 
old man might be able to replant his 
self-respect in a garden such as yours,” 

That was how the amazing thing 
happened, Mrs. Flemming sacked both 
her “‘ fat white slugs,” as she called 
them, hired a strong boy, and engaged 
Paul Saratof, ex-colonel, aristocrat, 
and beggar, as her gardener. He arrived 
at seven o’clock each morning, with 
Stefan at his heels, and he worked till 
six o’clock in the evening. His attitude 
to Mrs. Flemming was one of beautiful 
distance. ~ Having solemnly bowed to 
her on the first occasion of their daily 
meeting, he silently effaced himself and 
became the gardener, a man with 
sensitive and skilful hands, 

At the end of the first week she 
Tealised three things ; that never before 
had her garden had such a gardener ; 
that he knew much more than he had 
pretended to know; and that he was 
overworking himself. He was lean and 
strong for his age, but he gave of his 
strength with passion to this woman 
who had opened to him the gate of a 
new life. 


Gently she remonstrated. She met 


him by the lawn of the statues as he 
was leaving at the end of the day. He 
was carrying the old bag in which he 
brought his lunch, and his face looked 
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“ FOLLOWING IN FATHER’S FOOTSTEPS” 


pinched and too much the colour of 
ivory. 

“ T wish you to work less hard.” 

“ But—it is my wish—to give satis- 
faction, madame.”’ 

She smiled. 

“I know ; I appreciate that. But— 
please—I wish you to come at eight and 
to leave at five, and to take at least an 
hour off for your dinner, and perhaps 
half an hour in the middle of the 
morning.” 

“As madame wishes.” 

“Gardens are exacting.” 

“ But madame is not, 
it is a point of honour.” 

“I think I understand that,” she 
said. 

He obeyed her and shortened his 
hours, and as the days went by she 
became aware of the change in him. 
She saw another man reappear in Saratof 
the beggar, a man who went about his 
work with tranquil dignity, and whose 
eyes had ceased to be unhappy and 
afraid. The soul of him was putting” 
out new growth. He was beginning 
to forget the blood and the horror and 
the huniiliation in his passion for flowers 
and in his tending of them. Mrs. 
Flemming had never seen a hireling 
touch flowers as Paul Saratof touched 
them, with the tenderness of a caress. 
She began to count upon seeing the tall 
figure in its blue linen trousers and 
striped shirt moving about in the 
sunlight, its shoulders slightly bent, its 
eyes intent and interested. He had been 
something of a botanist, and he began 
to read at night books she lent him 
from her library, and they would discuss 
them together while his hands were 
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with the flowers and his thoughts with 
their mistress. 

Always he showed her a beautiful 
reverence, a homage that was not 
assumed, His gratitude was no nine 
days’ wonder, fated to become like most 
gratitudes, something crawling and 
premeditated, sly and opportunist. He 
was happy to serve this woman who 
understood life so generously, and to 
whom he was gardener and gentleman 
in one. 

Perhaps it was inevitable that 
Margaret Flemming should discover 
herself happier than she had been 
before. She had a friend, someone who 
thought as she did, who reacted to life 
as she reacted to it. And a garden is a 
place of gentle conspiracies, gossips, 
disinterested intimacies, consultations 
concerning delicate children. Nothing 
was done here that was not done by 
them in sympathy and with mutual 
enthusiasm and enjoyment. The plant- 
ing of a new vine, or rose, or tree 
was a sacramental event which 
they shared. 

A year passed, and Saratof had not 
changed, save that when he put his tools 
away he seemed to change his gardener’s 
clothes for the uniform of the old soldier. 
He became the great gentleman, 
punctilious, courtly, devoted, a man 
who was happy in thinking her a very 
wonderful woman. And so she was. 
She had a right to all the homage he 
gave her, for it had been grown with 
happy inevitableness in her own happy 
garden. ; 

It became her custom to make 
him take tea with her in the 
shade of the loggia or on the 
terrace where the cypresses 
tempered the sunlight. That 
was the end of his day’s labour. 
He would go into the cottage, 
wash, change his blue trousers 
and striped shirt, and appear as 
the man of leisure. She under- 
stood that this was part of his 
homage. 

They would sit and talk, shar- 
ing a philosophy of life as 
they shared the life of the 
garden, 

Stefan would lie in the sun, 
watching them with his honey- 
coloured eyes. 

“ When will you two realise—?” 
he used to say. 

But, of course, they had 
realised it months ago, but it was 
she who had to open the 
confessions 

“My friend, a garden is not 
a garden—unless there is some- 
body else to enjoy it.” 

Obviously, they had to agree 
to enjoy it together. 

WARWICK DEEPING 
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The Wonderful Frog 


By RICHARD VINER 


ERY warm,” said the little 
\ / man opposite me, and took 
his hat off. 

“Tt is,” I agreed. 

“ One of the hottest Christmas Eves 
I’ve ever known.” 

‘‘T believe you're right,” I said. 

“ But not quite. The hottest one 
I ever knew, sir, we baked mince pies 
in the open, and roasted chestnuts in 
the sun.” 

“In England ? ” 

“No, that was in Africa, Central 
Africa, the land of swamps and forests, 
and butterflies as big as your hat, and 
cannibals and—and the human frog.” 

“The human what?” I said. 

“The human frog, sir. It’s rather an 
interesting story. How long before the 
train reaches Paddington ? ” : 

“ >Bout half an hour, I should think.” 

“ Tt’s a tale of endeavour, sir,”’ began 
the little man. ‘‘A tale of daring, a 
tale of two brave men and a faithful 
dog who went out to that White Man’s 
Grave in the cause of science, in the 
struggle for zoological supremacy. They 
were physicists with a purpose, morpho- 
logists with a splendid mania, anthro- 
pologists with an ambition, and, between 
ourselves, they had an interest in the 
Brixton Pavilion where they intended 
to exhibit it.” 

“Exhibit what?” 

“Why, sir, the human frog. The 
frog, sir, that could fly, sir, and swim, 
sir, and run, sir, the frog, sir, that was 
reputed to have a bigger vocabulary than 
any parrot, and an understanding far 
surpassing the common chimpanzee,sir.”” 

“Ts that a fact?” I said. 

“Tt is, sir. And these brave men and 
the faithful dog set sail for the West 
You must remember it. The 
Press photographers lined up on the 
river banks all the way from London 
Bridge to ‘“‘ The Grey Lion ” at South- 
For the boat was built like a 
forest, it looked like a floating Hyde 
Park, so the frog, sir, when they found 
it, could be lured aboard without his 
knowing it.” 


Coast. 


end. 


“An elusive animal, eh ? ” 

“Elusive! When I tell you, sir, 
that the only man who ever saw it 
hadn’t time to blink before it had 
vanished, you'll know if it was elusive 
or not. But to get back to the beginning. 
Directly they left the ‘ Grey Lion ” 
at Southend, they struck trouble. 
First they ran into a shoal of Channel 
swimmers and were nearly drowned, 


and then they had trouble from the 
air, yes sir, the air. The birds thought 
they were onan island and started to lay 
their eggs right upon the boat, but 
Jones, one of the scientists, had an idea. 
He got up one morning before those 
birds were awake, and he tied ’em 
all by their legs to the trees. And when 
those birds started flying, they took 
that island ship with them. Right 
into the air. Right away to Africa.” 

“ But—but how did they know it 
was Africa, how did they manage to 
land ?”’ I interrupted. 

“ How did they know it was Africa? ”’ 
cried the little man, in amazement. 


“Why it’s marked, isn’t it? Plain 
as a policeman, A-F-R-I-C-A. They 
couldn’t miss it. The way they 


managed to land was a pretty piece of 
work. Just as they got over the swamps 
where the frog was supposed to hide, 
they started cutting the string tying 
the birds to the branches, and as one 
by one they cut them, so gradually 
they sank. And, will you believe me, 
sir, they timed it so perfectly that they 
landed slap in a river, slap up against 
a pier that the natives used for making 
their naughty boys walk the plank. 
But, back to the frog, sir. They caught 
it, yes, sir, and it was Jones’ idea. ‘A 
drop o’ port on that animal’s nose, and 
he’ll follow us to the end of the world— 
looking for the next drop,’ argued Jones. 


STUFF AND NONSENSE ! 
“What shall we have for our Christmas dinner, dear? 
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So being thin, he got behind a big 
blade of grass, near to where the 
animal had been seen. He waited two 
days and two nights like that before 
it arrived.” 

“And he captured it ?” 

“ He did, sir. Spotted his nose with 
port—vintage—-and, odd and wonderful 
though it may be, that frog followed 
him back to the ship like a dog after 
its master. They set sail that night 
back to England, and were half way up 
the Channel and could see the Dover 
Boy Scouts coming down to meet them 
on the pier, when some china-headed 
stiff goes to the cellar and gives that 
frog a taste out of the bottle. Before 
you could say ‘ What’s yours?’ that 
frog had swallowed the lot, knocked 
the man down, and started on a barrel 
of the stuff which they’d kept for 
celebrating until they got home. 

‘“ And here, sir, my tale becomes a 
tragedy. Much as I hate to say it, that 
port was too much for the frog, he 
became, if you will pardon the expres- 
sion, sir, tight. Five men tried to hold 
him back. He knocked them spinning 
to the other end of the ship, and with 
a terrific shout jumped into the sea.” 

“He was rescued?” I asked. 

“No, sir, he has never been seen 
again from that day.’ I thought the 
little man was going to shed a few 
tears, then suddenly he brightened. 
‘But, sir, there is a compensation for 
you who never saw it. There is a 
replica, a duplicate, and IT have it.’? 
He produced a cardboard box and 
threw off the lid. ‘‘ A beauty, sir, 
guaranteed to swim, jump, or run, sir. 
One and ninepence, in box complete. 
Ideal present for the kiddies ! ” 
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By Sran Terry 


« ’ye written to Father Christmas, Mummy, and I think I’ve asked for all I want.” 
«What did you ask for, dear?” 
“Oh, just two toyshops, one sweetshop and a motor-bike1” 


“awn the first place,” said 
[ the richest man in 
the world, as he 


watched me uncapping my 
fountain pen, ‘‘I didn’t 
begin in a small way. All 
other millionaires will tell 
you that they began in a 
small way. I didn’t. I 
wouldn’t know how. No, 
sir. I began big.” 

I begged to be allowed to refuse the 
cigar he offered me, saying that if I 
smoked it I should never be able to 
smoke again. He seemed gratified. 

“Most millionaires will tell you 
that they had poor but humble parents. 
Stuff ! They say they taught. them- 
selves to read and write. Gammon ! 
I don’t say it isn’t true in some cases, 
but if true how shockingly misguided. 
There was nothing of that sort about 
me, sir. I had the good sense to have 
rich and proud parents, who sent me 
to public school and university, and died 
early leaving me £100,090 a year. That’s 
the. way to start being tich. If you can 
beat it, speak.” 


I shook my head. The smiles of the 


“faces of the Gainsboroughs on,the-walls-, 


of the dining-room lengthened. 


“My father was a man of ideas, = foundries for Rpiot. 


THE RICHEST IVER 


By 


BASIL MACDONALD HASTINGS \ 


although he never made as much money 
as I. It was his theory that there were 
many millions of defective people in 
the world, people who would rather 
speni their money on the idiotic and 
ornamental; tlian the simple and prac- 
tical. Hencé’ the factories he instituted 
for the ‘manufacture, of Decorative 
Blotters and Monogrammed Pen-wipers. 
Then he did exceedingly well out of a 
Motto-For-Every-Day Calendar until 
a series of unexplained suicides brought 
him to a mood of remorse.” 

A footman brought wine and rosy 
fruit. But I shrank from the crystal 
goblet and the golden dishes. I seemed 
to see the life-blood of the victims of the 


‘Motto Calendars. 
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However, he soon’ plicked up ried 
again, and be fore.: -h¢,,died had three 
ilyer ‘Fern-pots 


ss 


infullswing. I’veno doubt, 
young man, that you are 
under the impression that 
the bulk of humanity spends 
its energies in the pursuit of 
Food, Clothing, and Shelter. 
You are right; but you are 
wrong to ignore or overlook 
that mighty minority, com- 
posed of .many millions, 
whose principal aspiration is 
the possession of fern-pots. . My father 
reckoned that in these islands alone 
there aré at least three million people 
with a fern-pot mind, and if these three 
million only bought twelve each in a 
year for themselves, and as ‘ seasonable 
gilts’... well, work it out for your- 
self. At any rate it made my father’s 
fortune, aided substantially, I 
admit, by the second and third most 
fatuous articles of British manufacture, 
namely, Tourist Writing-Cases, fitted 
with pockets and holders for things that 
are never put into them, and that 
supreme triumph of desipience, the 
papier-mdché ring for table napkins. 
“Now if my father had lived, I can’t 
help thinking he would, have reached 
my ideas in time. He \ va etting very 
near them when he‘Jaunched the 


Pseudo-Silver Fern-Pot. But after all, 
(Continued on page 47) aS 
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The Skin Game 


BY STAN TERRY 
CAVEMAN: “Hold my wrist-watch, Phyllis. I said you should have a set of furs for Christmas” 
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you can put a fern in a fern-pot, even 
if the original earthenware receptacle 
does stick over the top. Now, if I had 
handled anything of that nature I 
should have taken care that the pot 
was utterly unusable even for holding 
dead matches. For my success in life, 
young man, springs entirely from my 
gift, my genius, if you like, for manu- 
facturing the unusable. 

“ The inspiration came to me one day 
when I was trying to turn off a tap. 
You know the type of tap, I’m sure. 
You have to turn the top round and 
round several times, but no matter how 
tightly you twist it, it won’t stop 
dripping. Now there are taps like that 
in every home and in every public office. 
They are popular. There is a demand 
forthem. Instantly I registered a vow 
to deal only in the ineffi- 
cient, to be the sole seller 
of the futile, to specialise 
exclusively in nugacity. 

** One day I willtake you 
over my factories. Prac- 
tically every branch pays. 
The dripping tap I began 
with soon swept all rivals 
from the market simply 
because I took the ordinary 
precaution of naming it the 
‘Anti- Drip.’ All house- 
fitters realised at once that 
a tap with that name could 
be relied on to drip, no 
matter what twisting 
power were applied to it. 
I was soon known as the 
Drip King, and was cun- 
ning enough to express my 
genius in other spheres 
where dripping is possible. 
You know all those teapots 
and coffee-pots that dribble 
down the outside of the 
spouts? All mine. 
perimented for years before 
I got the trick of it, and 
the popularity of the thing 
astounded me. I doubt if 
any of the big stores stock 
any but my potsnow. Nine 
customers out of ten ask 
‘Does it drip?’ and won’t 
purchase till they have the 
assurance on 


I ex- 


salesman’s 
the point. 

“But what I was after 
right from the beginning 
was a government con- 
tract. My first shot was 
with Mangled Nibs for the 
G.P.O. You know those 
post-office pens, of course. 
They can be for 
several purposes, but not 
for writing, as « portion 
of the point is broken off. 
I put in an estimate for 


used 


the supply of even worse nibs than those 
in use, and I met with a sharp rebuff. 
An official pointed out that in the 
departmental view the nibs were perfect, 


and any expenditure on anything 
worse would be keenly resented by the 
taxpayer. 


‘““T felt snubbed but I wasn’t baffled. 
I vowed to get a Post Office contract 
or perish. And then my lucky star 
guided me in the direction of blotting- 
paper. Now Post Office blotting paper 
in those days was white or pink, and 
was thickly smeared with ink to rob 
it of any absorbent quality. But it 
was often possible to find an un-inked 
corner and more than one citizen was 
able to boast that he had blotted an 
inscription with the official issue. In 
the words of Jeffrey, of the Edinburgh 
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Review, I exclaimed, ‘ This will never 
do.’ I experimented day and night, 
and at last produced a blotting paper 
incapable of absorbing anything, picric 
acid included. It was a nasty pale 
brown in character, and caused the most 
atrocious smudges to any wet writing 
to which it was applied. 

‘“‘ Need I tell the sequel ? You have 
seen this blotting paper of mine in 
every Post Office, and on every other 
Bank counter. The officials were 
sceptical at first, but my prices fetched 
them, so keen are they to effect a public 
economy. 

‘“T must bid you good-bye now as 
I have three Board meetings to attend. 
Anti- Suspenders for Socks, Non- 
Scissors for Nails and a Dis-Mower for 
Lawns, All doing nicely, thank you.” 
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NO MAN’S LAND 
FATHER CHRISTMAS: ‘They don’t seem to want me here, they've pot their barbed-wire up” 


By Josepx Ler 
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By VICTOR HICKS 


[The Editor of The Bystander having broadcasted 
his wish world - wide for a better and more 
serious appreciation of the nursery classic, 
“Little Bo- Peep,” presents a selection of the 
world’s poetic replies which, with much pleasure, 
he adds to the already overflowing Bystander 
Christmas Basket. | 


CHINESE VERSION 
ILLA Bo Yi Peep : 


Loosee muchee sheep, 
Cly and askee helpee alle P’lice ; 
She no bobbery make, 
By ’me bye she wake, 
Findee sheepe come back all oney piece. 


SCOTCH “VERSION 
"HE blue-eyed lass Bo-peep 


Lost ower muckle sheep, 

Cried: ‘‘Donald, can ye speer the noo their 
tracks hence ?” 

‘“‘Dinna fash,” he said, “ye ken 

That I’ve hid them ’yont the glen, 

I’ll tell ye whaur lass gin ye give me saxpence.” 


YANKEE VERSION 
Miss Peep, way down in Sutton, 


Missed a pile o’ livin’ mutton, 
She cussed, you bet, and got in kinder passion ; 
Then, by gum, she hustled round 
Till the Bilin’ crowd she found 
With their tails hitched on behind, suspender 


fashion. 
Hick s —— 
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Let’s now take oure time, 
While we're in oure prime, 
And olde, olde age is afar off; 
For evill, evill days 
Will come on apace 
Before we can be aware of. 
—Herrick 
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BY A. K. MACDONALD 
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oss, the aluminium king, was 
kR intrigued by, and envious of, 
Faulkner, his valet. Faulkner 


was so obviously the thoroughbred. He 
had a savotr-faive not commonly asso- 


Was 


ciated with 
gentleman.” 
bags 


the role of “‘ gentleman’s 

He put out the Rossian 
and shirts with the air of a 
patrician person per‘orming in amateur 
theatricals. Ross, having received his 
education at an establishment notable 
only for its nearness to a famous soap 
factory, envied Faulkner his aplomb, 
his distinguished manners, his unfailing 
instinct for the right things and the 
right times. Your royalties of commerce 
are familiar with departments rather 
than deportment. 

Faulkner was positively beautiful in 
his clothes-— the pride of a Savile Row 
artist. He wore on the little finger of 
his elegant right hand a diamond set in 
platinum. The diamond was small 
enough to escape ostentation, and 
perfect enough to round off with singular 
felicity the Faulknerian ensemble. An 
expert might have detected that the 
gem was paste. Therein lay the singular 
felicity of its place on Faulkner’s finger. 
Faulkner, toc, was paste. 

He had ccme to Ross with unim- 
peachable reieiences. Two gentlemen 
of considerable substance and standing 
had given documentary testimony to 
the value of ‘‘ James Charles Faulkner ”’ 
as a valet. All of which proves that the 
getting and giving of references is the 
most glorious farce. Had Jimmy 
Faulkner applied to New Scotland Yard 
for a reference he would most probably 
have been “ detained pending.” 

It is safe, therefore, to assume that 
behind the distinguished Faulkner’s 


valeting was an ulterior motive. It 
was, in fact, the climax of a search he 


had been conducting for some 
time. His nerve having been shat- 
tered by a narrow escape from 
the consequences of a nocturnal 
«job ”’—actually, a policeman had 


handled him—he had decided 
to tackle nothing more which 
might offer complications. Something 


elementary was what he needed. | In 
the situation presented by the assembly 
of a Christmas party at the house 
of his employer, Faulkner fondly 
hoped and believed that he had 
found it. The affair which he had 
planned promised to be an exercise 
for young ladies. 

Ross being a bachelor, his Christmas 
parties were famed. They generally 
ran to a dozen or more, and were made 
up of what Ross termed ‘‘ sporty boys ”’ 
and the more accessible (and less able) 
actresses. They included the kind of 
thing which some plutocrats seem to 
consider indispensable to the proper 
periormance of the occasion festive. 
Floral decorations at a fabulous figure, 
something after the style of the 
Cullinan diamond in the plum pudding 
and the pulling of a record bon-bon 
which should give up to the gaze of 
ravished beholders the exquisite person 
of Pepita Twinkletoes, attired d@ la 
ballet. 

Faulkner wasn’t much interested in 
this part of the programme, compara- 
tively speaking. And in this he was one 
with the lady guests. Undoubtedly the 
most exciting part of the whole show for 
them was the hanging of stockings. In 
his role as Father Christmas, Ross 
excelled all others in his munificence. 
It had long been his custom to place in 
each lady’s stocking as it hung outside 
her bedroom door a trifling memento 
of the occasion, 
Christmas indeed for the recipients if 
the trifle was valued at anything under 
a hundred pounds. 

Faulkner’s attention, then, was con- 
centrated exclusively on Christmas 
stockings. What could be more 
childishly simple than to go after, 


(Ad rights strictly reserved) 


_ Stockin 


Gy ve Barker. 


Illustrated by CHARLES CROMBIE - 


and it was a poor 
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extracting what Ross had put in? 
And, he’d establish a precedent. The 
man who robbed Santa Claus ! 


Some dismay had attended Faulkner’s 
realisation of the fact that he could use 
no disguise in his czpacity as valet. 
He had leaned towards the idea of a 
beard until he remembered that the 
only bearded valet he had seen was in 
a Russian play of the ’eighties. Inquiry 
amongst his friends had left him with 
the impression that a bearded valet 
might well precede the appearance of 
a two-headed Dodo. A perusal of the 
list of guests, however, was reassuring. 
Strange names all. But the Fates are 
apt on occasion to give a Puckish twist 
to things. The twist in this case 


“*T don’t care!’ she defied. 


‘It’s leap year, 
Jimmy om” 
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consisted in an eleventh-hour addition 
to the party. 

The spectacle of Adéle Wynd stepping 
daintily into the snow from a limousine, 
left Faulkner rubbing metaphorical 
eyes. He was rattled—shocked out of 
his smoothness. Those industriously 
cultivated qualities of sang-froid, assur- 
ance and resource weakened and died 
in him as he beheld her. Not that he 
was unused to coping with the unex- 
pected. He had, indeed, allowed for 
contingencies in various forms, In 
every form save this. 

Faulkner gazed out into the slow- 
falling snow as thoughts were unreeled 
in his mind with the rapidity of moving 
pictures. Adéle, he knew, was mistress 
of herself. She would be surprised, 
puzzled, suspicious on discovering his 
capacity in Ross’s house, but she would 
not by word or expression betray him. 
‘“No reason for panic,”’ said he to him- 
self, with relief. ‘‘ Of course not. She 
would give her right hand to marry me.” 

In which Faulkner was right. Adéle 
Wynd loved him with every ounce of 
her passionate nature, every atom of 
her being. And Adéle had long been 
secretly determined that the moment 
in which the wheels of chance delivered 
Jimmy’s suave elegance into her hands 
would be for him a fortunate, and 
for her a happy one. 

They met outside her room. A 
meeting being almost inevitable, he 
had decided to hasten it by hanging 
about the corridor along which she must 
pass on her way downstairs. Faulkner 
recognised as he took in the details 


of her toilette that there is a rare 


artistry in putting on a gown. Draped 
in black, gleaming stuff cunningly 
designed to enhance the contours of a 
peerless figure, and the milk-whiteness 
of a skin that, seeming incredibly 


beyond design, suggested a fortuitous 


and heavenly accident, she was perfect 
as a flower. : 

Her first flicker of surprise was 
replaced by a joy which lit her from 
within as a concealed lamp. ‘‘ Jimmy ! 
You ? How perfectly lovely!” 

“ Vour servant, Miss,’’ he murmured. 
“T am Mr. Ross’s valet. If there is 
anything I can do... ?” 

A door opened in the hall below, 
letting out festive Christmas sounds, 
Faulkner gave a wary eye to the stairs. 

The girl laughed. ‘‘ You silly old 
thing! Jimmy—this is so jolly—your 
being here. I hadn’t the slightest notion 
that—wait |!” 

She ran lightly into her room, and 
reappeared concealing 


something 


“The tap was repeated. 


behind her. Her heightened colour 
and glowing eyes gave him no clue as 
to its nature, so that her white arms 
suddenly holding and her red lips 
pressing found his unprepared. trol 
don’t care!” she defied. ‘‘ It’s leap- 
year, Jimmy. And, here’s my licence.”’ 
She held up a sprig of mistletoe. 

Faulkner retreated, uneasy. He had 
been thrilled despite himself. “‘ My 
presence here is in the capacity which 
I mentioned,” he said,  irritably 
conscious of the warm flush in his face. 
“JT thought I would let you know, in 
case—what I mean is, I’d be glad if 
you wouldn’t recognise me in the 
presence of Ross, or any of the guests.” 

She grasped the situation in a flash, 
and took a quick pace forward: “‘ Jimmy 
you’re not to do it! You're not to 
do—whatever you intend. Will you 
please promise not to, for my sake ? 
As a Christmas present to me?” 

“Sorry, old girl. Needs must. 
a professional duty .” 


It’s 
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Before he could gather himself to answer it the door swung open” 


The futility of attempting further 
persuasion patent. 
eyes were adamant. 


was Faulkner’s 
““Very well. If you must, you must. 
Do you know it is my duty as a guest 
to... to warn Mr. Ross?” 
“Ves. But... you won’t, Adéle.” 
‘“No,” was her bitter reply. ‘‘ You 
know I would rather cut out my tongue. 
You’re rather a miserable specimen, 


Jimmy. But. . . in spite of that...” 
SEES ar 22 
“Ts... leap year... Jimmy.” 


“Well?” 


‘“A woman’s privilege . ah 


“Cut it out, old girl!” put in 
Faulkner, hastily. ‘‘ You know I won’t 
—ever.” 


Faulkner stole to the door of his 
room, gently opened the door, and 
peered out into the corridor. The prize 
had long been disinterred from the 
ruins of the pudding, the record bon-bon 


had given up its dainty contents, 
(Continued on page 53) 
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WILLIAMS 


BY WILTON 


SCENE 


A “TOUCHING” 
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“ THE CHRISTMAS STOCKING ” 


Father Ross Christmas had gone his 
rounds, and Christinas dawn, palely 
starred, peered in through the stained 
elass over the landing. The smooth 
night-prowler emerged, and proceeded 
to carry out his plan. 

He walked, as it were, on velvet. 
Any deitness required in the conduct 


of this Christinas-stocking business 
was of the most childish order. 
In truth, an exercise for young 


ladies ! 
In five minutes he had removed 
from half-a-dozen bulging sill stockings 


as many small, square packages. He - 


conveyed these with much satisfaction 
to his bedroom, packed them into a 
smail box, addressed the box to 
himself : “Post Restante, Paris,” 
and placed it on the table in the 
hall. It would be in process of 
transit, he reflected, long before the 
house rose, 

Back once more in his room, he helped 
himself to a whisky, and decided that, 
at a suitable moment, he would termi- 
nate the business of putting out the 
Rossian bags and shirts. He was 
regarding the future with an antici- 
patory smile, when 
there came a tap on 
his door. He started. 
His heart broke into 
a quicker _ stride. 
Coming just then 
the tap gave him a 
turn. 

The tap was _ re- 
peated. Before he 
could gather himself 
to answer it the door 
swung inwards to 
admit Adéle Wynd. 
She had thrown a 
kimono. over her 
dressing-gown, and 
was a ravishing sight. 
Faulkner didn’t notice 
this. He was busy 
noticing something in 
her eyes, in her whole 
attitude. Something 
vaguely different, 
something dramatic, 
and entirely of the 
moment. She closed 
the door quietly, and 
clicked the electric- 
light switch. 

““T saw you,” she 
explained. atl, 
watched.” 

Was this all? 
Faulkner hissed out 
a breath of relief. 
He had expected he 
knew not what. A 
smile hovered on the 
corners of his lips. 


(concluded) 

“Timmy ... that diamond-ring of 
yours.” 

“Eh? Paste,” explained Faulkner, 


and held up his elegant right hand. 
The smile went swiftly from his face. 
The ring was gone. 

“The girls,” went on Adéle, cooily, 
“are awake. They’re sitting up... 
emptying their stockings. Naturally, 
they’re surprised at the absence of the 
customary memento. But, one of them 
has found... what do youthink?... 
your diamond ring. . Found it in her 
stocking.” 

Something more than mere dismay 
showed in Faulkner’s eyes. 

“Diamonds are apt to catch up,” 
explained Adéle, ‘ on silk stockings.” 

““Good Lord! The thing must have 
slipped off without my noticing. It 
always was a loose fit. Good Lord!” 

His next speech she had expected. 
“Great Scot! She... she'll show 
it to Ross, in the morning. He knows 
that ring! Adéle...old girl... 
can you get hold of it somehow ? Can 
you make up some cock-and-bull yarn 
about it being yours? My heaven! 
Ges oe walt soe 
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“On two conditions,’ she answered, 


coldly, ‘‘ I will do as you wish. First... 
it is still leap-year . . . you will agree 
to marry me on Wednesday next. Tll 
take you for better or worse, Jimmy, 
and you'll be better if I know any- 
thing about managing men. Secondly, 
you'll return those things to the 
stockings. Vu 
that Mr. Ross hasn’t been round yet, 
them to hang out their 


persuade the girls 


and get 
stockings again.” 

James Charles Faulkner, looking at 
Adéle, suspected that he perceived the 
end of his criminal career, But... 
by Jove! ... he looked harder at 
the rare flower of womanhood before 
him ... he wasn’t at all sure that it 
wasn’t going to be a beautiful end ! 

‘“ You hold the ace, Adéle, old girl,” 
he admitted, gracefully. “ And, aiter 
al], it’s Christmas.” 

Adéle Faulkner often wonders 
whether to reveal the name of the girl 
who found the ring. And she keeps 


a silk stocking, slightly laddered, 
slightly perfumed, Ieee Sechet 
place. C, HEDLEY BARKER 


MAKING ALLOWANCES 


«TI thought you were going to divorce Tom?” 
“| was, but I found I was unable to save the money for it out of the allowance he gives me.” 


} 
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SERVED BY HARTLEY CARRICK 


W** trust you'll be ever so jolly: 

We wish you no end of good cheer, 

And a Christmas not foo alcoholly, 
Nor a mistleptomaine New Year! 


Ir is said that a man can flirt with 
a barmaid and not lose his self-respect. 
But though it’s the festive season, 
his wife mustn’t even throw a kiss to 
the postman. 


We recently watched a small youth 
of our acquaintance devour eight 
consecutive mince pies. His small 
brother told us that that was three 
under bogey for the course. 


Tommy's parents don’t get on well 
together, but he hopes that this year 
their presents will atone for their past. 


OnE phrase, we hope, will be taboo 
From Halifax to’ Holborn ; 

Oh, breathe it not in classic Kew, 
Nor whisper it in Oban ; 

That horrible refrain eschew— 
The phrase is, ‘“ Yes, we’ve no ban=——!’? 


Every Christmas in Kurdistan the 
more warlike of the villages engage 


FREE FROM GROUSE 


in a pitched battle. 
Evidently the Kurds 
have a way with them. 


RAILWAY com- 
panies are announcing 
lower fares for the 
holidays. © Ticket 
holders in return wish 
them the compliments 
of the season. 


TuouGu I, perchance, 
forgetful be, 

Oh, tell me, Yule, 
remember me ! 


Tue Metropolitan police for many 
years have had their own minstrel 
troupe. How long have we to wait 
before London gives us a taxi-cabaret ? 


Kitijoys, avaunt, and hide your face! 
Hence, ev’ry Pussyfooting ranter ! 
We'll toast the English-speaking race 
That wins in a decanter ! 


GAGS FOR PANTOMIME ARTISTES 
For THE: HERO: 

Here is a cheque, and though we’re 
in Berkshire, be sure you inDorset ! 


IESLE P 
MARCHANT 


Father: ‘Will you have another piece of duck, Peter?” 
Peter: ‘‘ Yeth, pleath. Duck’th my favourite chicken—'cept turkey” 


By Lesiie P. Marorant 


The Bystander Annual, i923 


% 


satires. 


By Inver Burns 


HIS GOOD DEED 


For THE HEROINE: 
I dislike the Baron. 
the wood ! 


He imBibes in 


For THE Baron : 
Now then, my pretty Babes, it’s your 
b’head time ! 


For THE BARONESS : 

The Baron has promised me a bee-hive 
hat if I beehive inyself ! 

ONCE again the famous ghost at 
Hampton Court Palace has re-appeared. 
The apparition is said to be swathed 
from head to foot in a thick, woollen 
garment, which seems to* hint 
its identity with Cardigan Wolsey. 


For those who would like a 
tecipe for Wassail off the Mrs. 


Beeton track, we subjoin the 
following: Take the rind of 
three large onions and let it 


simmer. Add two, peppercorns, 
with knobs on, one pint of stock, 
and one wineglassful of, what 
mother likes. Put through a sieve, 
and don’t strain yourself. Serve 
up hot, throw out of 
the window. 


and 


REPLETION | 
From too much hearty living, 
From mayonnaise set free, 
We thank with true thanksgiving 
‘Whatever gods may be,” 
That no goose lasts for ever, 
That mince pies rise up never, 
That even the weariest liver 
Finds rest in toast and tea ! 
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“The Splash of the Season”’ 
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to. dole dious cit 


Bye JINGEE. 
Illustrated by MACMICHAEL 


s all London is now talking about 
A“ wonderful acting of Miss 
Minerva Bung in the Powerful 
Drama, ‘‘ How His Wife Found Out,” 
the Editor requested me to call and 
interview this distinguished lady, and 
get her to talk about herself. He could 
hardly have put the job into better 
hands. 
Miss Minerva Bung received me in 
her dressing-room at the back of the 
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“He objected to an ornament” 


stage, after she had just taken the last 
of the eighteen calls guaranteed for her 
by the management at every perform- 
ance, including matinées. I noticed, 
as she motioned me into a seat, that 
there was on the wall facing me a 
peculiar Japanese mask. It was practi- 
cally a replica of one which I have on 
my study wall at home, and which 
was a gift to me from an uncle of 
mine, who said he would be glad to 
be rid of it as, not being altogether 
a Prohibitionist, he objected to an 


ornament that made ugly faces at him 
as the evening wore on. 

Miss Minerva Bung reclined gracefully 
on a sofa and sipped her stout and lit 


a cigarctte. Then she turned over. 


carelessly the letter of introduction 
that I had presented, and _ said 
languidly : 

“T see you want to know how I 
began.” 

‘“ That is so,” I replied at once. “I 
want to know all about your past, 
present and future. Of course, if you 
prefer to confine yourself to the present 
and future I shall quite understand. 
I don’t mind telling you that I began 
in quite a small way myself in a stock- 
broker’s office on fifteen shillings a week. 
It was not much, of course, but I was 
living with my people at the time, and 
it kept me in cigarettes and neckties, 
which at that time were my most 
pressing needs. But I soon threw the 
job up. I felt I had a clear call to the 
career of a distinguished journalist, and, 
after all, stockbroking 
is not a very con- 
genial . occupation if 
you have no head for 
vulgar fractions and 
decimal dots.. Do 
you know anything 
about figures, Miss 
Minerva ? ” 

“Well,” she replied, 
after some hesitation, 
“ the dressing - room 
has its professional 
secrets, of course. 
But my hair is all my 
own.” 

“And very charming 
hair, too, ” I ventured 
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to assure her. ‘‘ Mine is begin- 
ning to get a little thin on the 
top, but I am “told this is the 
result of’ overworking the brain. 
As a young man I used fre- 
quently to sit up till the small 
hours trying to spot a likely 
winner for the two-thirty on the 
following day, and severe mental 
exertion of that kind naturally 
tells on you in the long run. But 
on the whole, I have had a good 
friend in Anno Domini.” 

“T do not think I have met 
Annie Domini,” she said a little 
frigidly ‘“‘My mother always 
taught me to be very particular 
about the people I mix with in 
the theatrical world.” 

“Quite so,” I hastened to 
agree. “One can’t be too 
careful. Now if you please, 
Minerva, I want you to tell 
me something about yourself.” 

“Well,” she said, taking 
another sip of stout, “I was 

born in London some twenty - eight 
years ago eg 

‘‘T see,” I replied. “‘ There are some 
twenty-eights, and there are others. 
Personally, I am a Devonshire man 
myself, but since my part of the county 
has been .annexed by the United 
States of America I have fled to London. 
My people have been Devonshire for 
many centuries. One of our kinsmen 
was a man of the name of Drake, who 
made quite a name for himself on 
Plymouth Hoe, or thereabouts, many 
years ago. I believe he was a sailor, 
or something of that sort. Not a common 


\! 


“T Imew a Drake once” 
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sailor, mind you. He was, no doubt, 
an officer of some kind, as our family 
has always mixed in the best circles. 
Ihave a picture at home of my kinsman 
Drake plaving bowls, but I expect he 
did other things in his spare time, 
because he seems to have been quite a 
local celebrity in his way.” 

“I knew a Drake once who ran an 
Last 1vnne company in the provinces,” 
remarked Miss Minerva, thoughtfully, 
“I suppose that would not be the 
same man.” 

“Probably not,” I said. ‘‘ But now 
I want you to talk to me about yourself, 
and your hopes and ambitions, and all 
that sort of thing.” 

“Weil,” she said, ‘‘ I have played a 
But, of course, 
I really want to play Juliet and Lady 
Macbeth.” 

“Excellent,” I said, encouragingly. 
“It is our ambition that gives a zest 
to life, after all, is it not? Asa young 
man I had an ambition to own a gold 
mine, but I could never get one at my 
price. When it gets known on the 
market that there is a likely buyer 
about, the owners of gold mines put 
their prices up at once, and, after all, 
there is no seuse in paying more for the 
goods than they are worth. Besides, 
I had no money at the time, and even 
in those days you had to bea very clever 
financier to be able to buy a gold mine 
on credit, ora simple note of: hand. 
My ambition:now is to be able to write 
a book or a play that will bring me in 


great many parts. 


LONDON SoME TWENTY-EIGHT 
YEARS Ago” 


enough money to enable me to have a 
house in town, a villa at Nice, and a 
yacht. As a matter of fact, I am not 


at all a good sailor ; but I am told that 
if you have a yacht of your own you can 
practise sailing when you feel like it, 


Mania 


and that if you persevere steadily you 
will gradually lose the habit of praying 
for a quick death every time the sea gets 
at allchoppy. But I want you to talk to 
me about yourself. What is your favour- 
Tite flower, Minnie—I mean Minerva ? ” 
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“T think I like roses best,” she said. 
“You see es 

“ Exactly,” I said. ‘‘ Roses are all 
very well, but, after all, they are more 
ornamental than useful. I grow some 
in my garden at home, but, of course, 
I devote most of the available space to 
things that really matter. I daresay 
you have noticed that this has been a 
poor year for turnips. My turnips got 
the blight quite early in the season, and 
so I dug them up and put down Brussels 
sprouts instead. But even these are 
suffering from some kind of acute 
anemia, Then, look at the plum crop. 
It has been a really rotten failure this 
year. Everybody is complaining of the 
blight that came ‘along in the Spring 
and bit holes in all the young fruit, so 
that the average autumn yield is about 
one plum per tree. But I did very well 
with my peas in the summer, and 
though the beans were late they came 
up smiling at the finish. By the way, 
what is your favourite car?” 

“Mine is a lRolls-Royce,” said Miss 
Minerva Bung, haughtily. “* There 
may be others, of course, but I have 
not heard of them.” 

“In that case,” I said, ‘dear old 
Henry Ford’s advertising outlay in this 
country has been wasted on you. I had 
thought of getting a Rolls-Royce myself, 
but when I looked at the row of noughts 
they line up after the figures in their 
catalogues, it seemed to me I should 
make a better bargain if I took a taxi 
instead. After all, if you take a taxi 
you can give it up at the 
end of your journey, and you 
have no more bother with it ; 
whereas if you have a car of 
your own you have got to take 
it home and park it, and 
think up excuses for not. 
giving the neighbours a joy 
tide every time they feel like 
one. By the way, what is 
your favourite hobby, Miss 
Minerva ? ” 

“ Solitude,” replied the 
dainty little lady as she 
yawned slightly and consulted 
her wrist-watch. 

e Wells’? 20 said}«*"an: that 
case I will leave you to it. 
Besides, it is getting perilously 
near eleven p.m., and for a 
journalist that is a very signifi- 
cant hour. I am sure our 
readers will be highly 
interested in the intimate 
details of your career that 
you have been good enough 
to reveal to me. Don’t get 
up, please. I know the way 
to the door. It has been 
pointed out to me so 
often.” JINGLE 
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T was Christmas Eve, and almost 

closing time in Kensington Gardens. 

Twilight had deepened among the 
trees, while a soft peppering of snow had 
begun to fall. There was a hush, too, 
which enwrapped Angela Hayes, and 
isolated her from all the world, so that 
she felt herself to be stepping over the 
surface of a vast, animated Christmas 
card. And wandering so, her mind the 
peaceful storehouse of every romantic 
impression, she came across an old man 
sitting quietly upon a secluded seat 
beneath a shivering tree. 

As soon as their eyes met the old 
man called out, with a certain gallant 
gaiety: ‘““ Why .. . Miss Hayes! This 
is indeed a. pleasure.” 

Angela stopped in 
surprise; and as_ she 
looked towards the 
stranger she saw that 
the iron lathes of the 
chair upon which he sat 
showed through the rusty 
black of his garments. 
Then, smiling with pleased 
surprise, she extended her 
hand, and moved towards 
“ Fancy! ”’ 
‘A ghost!” 
Won’t you sit 


him. she ex- 
claimed 

SSENieSs 
down?” 

“Thanks awtully.”” She 
chose the chair beside 
him. 

Still wringing ‘her hand 
the old man said with a’ 
naive eagerness: ‘ How 
really nice to meet you ! 

And just when I 
began to think that the 
day would end fruitlessly.” 


‘“* Really ? 
you had ?”’ 
“Oh shocking! It’s real nice to talk 
to someone. I was here first thing this 
morning. We like to be, you know. 
The bells were ringing at St. Mary 
Abbott’s and, if I may use the 
expression, the stage was beautifully 
Seti) but...) 2k don't know... cit 
was all a failure.” 
“Tm awfully sorry. 
mean... a failure?” 
The old man drew his cloak more 
closely round him before replying, and 
then said: ‘‘ Well, you see, it’s like 
this. You young people don’t realise 
that we ghosts are conservative 
folk. Tradition means 
a lot to us; in fact, 
if there were’ no tradi- 
: would be 
no ghosts. And I 
don’t mind telling you 
‘that this post - war 


What sort of day have 


How do you 


tion there 


*“Of how they saw us—and touched us” 


(Adl righ*s strictly reserved) 


civilisation is hitting us pretty 
hard.” 

“ Tt’s hitting us 
hard.” 

CL KNOW.) 2 ok 


all pretty 


know. But 
we have no Union or Publicity 
Agent. We've 
and each Christmas Eve makes 


just ourselves, 


things worse for us.” 

“T am sorry. I do my best 

for you.” 

“ T know, Miss Hayes. I know. In . 
in the place where I come from we 
all read your charming little stories. 
You show us to be most agreeable 
people ... not violent or anything 
like that. Oh yes. we're very 
grateful to you for all you’ve done for 
us. But the trouble is that we are 


gradually slipping from the world’s 


affairs. For instance . . . I’ve’ come 
here regularly every Christmas Eve for 
years. 
we were expected ! 
lurked, whether it was under the bridge 


of moats, in old banqueting halls, cr 


We were welcome guests once ; 
Wherever we 


among trees itt woods, we were eagerly 
sought out. Christmas Eve was our 
triumph! And I don’t mind telling 
you that it is just as delightful to be 
sought after now by _ blue-bell eyed 
girls with arms like moonbeams, as 
it was before we became ghosts. And 
their pretty screams when they dis- 

. Why, it made life 
Ghost-life, I mean. But 
Once we used to 


covered us! 
worth living. 
all that’s changing. 
hang around the drawing-rooms after 
dinner, and listen to pretty lips telling 
the most shocking untruths about us ; 
. of how they saw us and touched 
us! And of how we advanced towards 
them and pointed to disused wells, 
and said, in sepulchral voices: ‘ The 
missing will lies there !’” 
The little man stretched his legs. 
“You can see my point, can’t you?” 
he continued. ‘‘ These sweet girls used 
to be afraid to enter their bedrooms 
without someone looking previously 
under their beds . .-. and 
that in itself is a delightful 
compliment to us. 
fibbed for us . 
that 
We were, if I may say so in 


They 
. think of 
fibbed for us! 


all modesty, the heroes of 
every Christmas Number.” 
‘SBut:. 


rather have the truth told 
»” 


. wouldn’t you 


about you ? 
“No. Would you? 
For the truth is 

that we are neglected old 
gentlemen. And some 
truths are sad, while 
most fibs, told 
in Christmas 
are delicious.’ 


anyway 


Numbers, 
] 


ay 64 


“Yes. I quite agree with you there.” 

“Tm sure you must, Miss Hayes. 
A fact is an unequivocal thing intended 
to wound or bore. Butafib! . . . Why, 
the most entrancing thing on earth is 
a pleasant fact treated with a cultivated 
imagination. Can I rely upon you, 
Miss Hayes, to repeat that in THE 
BYSTANDER ?” 

“Your can?’ 

“Thank you.” 

“ But you were saying that the day 
had been fruitless ? ” 

“Yes; it has. A few years ago I used 
to sit on this same seat, and everyone 
who passed used to nudge each other. 
It was flattering in the extreme. 
Now, with the exception of one 
or two nursemaids with dreams 
in their eyes, and one or two old 
gentlemen who'll soon be ghosts 
themselves, no one has the eyes 
to see us with. And even the 
nursemaids are frightened, and 
that hurts our feelings.”’ 

“Tm sure it does. And the 
children ? ” 

The old man made a vulgar 
noise with his lips indicative of 
supreme contempt, and said: 
“T haven’t had a child see me 
all day!” 

“Not little girls ? ” 

“Not one. They’re all help- 
ing the little boys with their 
Meccanos.” 

“I am sorry. But have you 
no connections whom you like 
to visit ? ”’ 

The old man’s fece clouded 
instantaneously; and_ trouble 
seemed to linger in his kind eyes. 
And he said: ‘‘ Well... since 
you mention it, Miss. Hayes, 
I have a connection. A son.” 

“ Really ?. . . But surely you 
visit him ? ” 

““No.. No, I don’t ! 
for that boy, but. . 
wanted.”’ 

“I simply can’t understand anybody 
not wanting you.” 

The old man’s hand closed over 
Angela’s for a second, and he smiled 
into her young eyes, and then sighed. 
And he said: “ Well . . . since you’ve 
been so patient with me, I’ll tell you 
something I’ve never told anyone else 
in my life.” 

They settled themselves in the dusk, 
and Angela brushed a little snow off 
her shoulders, and also off the shoulders 
of her,companion. Then the old man 
said : 

“You see, I was married very young 
to a lady who was an angel? but like 
all angels, I suppose, she sighed for her 
spiritual home. Anyway, she left me. 
But before she went our son was born.” 

The old man cleared his throat. 


I’ve done a lot 
.. _[’'m just not 


“ He was a fine boy. But soon | 
realised that I’d got to have a woman 
to make some sort of home for him . 
for myself I didn’t mind. So I asked 
my eldest sister . ... Ephzibar . ... to 
come and keep house for us. The name 
should have warned me but it didn’t. 
And she came. 

“ Now, Ephzibar was great on houses, 
but a home to her was something 
frivolous, and of the world worldly ; 
so she set about me and my son to 
subdue that fleshy part of us. which 
demanded a home.” 

“And she succeeded ? ” 

‘She surely succeeded. She used to 


to thank God for not making her like 
me. But that was nothing. And when 
she drew me into an argument I used 
to almost die of fright in case I was right. 
And Ephzibar talked! ... Ephzibar 
talked from morning until night. She 
never stopped talking. So you can quite 
understand that when it was my 
time to die I closed with the offer 
at once ?” 

waMesy? 

“But I didn’t like to go without 
doing my son a good turn, particularly 
as I was responsible for introducing 
Ephzibar into his life. So, on my death- 
bed I swore to him that if he would 
become a physician when he grew up 
I would do everything in my power to 
help him. And he promised. 

“Well, at first, after he took his 
degree, he had rather a rough time, but 
that didn’t do him any harm. And then, 
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one Christmas, when I was supposed 
to be in these gardens, I just nipped 
round to his rooms and said that 1 knew 
a way of helping him. And I promised 
him that every time he was called in 
for a consultation I would stand at 
the head of the bed if the patient were 
doomed to die. That, of course, would 


give his professional opinion great 
weight. And I did and it did. And 
he prospered, and everything went 
perfectly. 

“Well... he moved to Harley 


Street, and presently I read that he was 
engaged to be married. So the next 
time I was needed to stand at the head 
of the bed of one of his patients, 
I asked him if he thought he 
was going to be happy, and 
the way he answered, and the 
way he looked, I knew that he 
was expecting to walk straight 
into heaven the day he led her 
to the altar.”’ 

“And did he ? ” 

“Before he could she fell 
ill, and dangerously ill, too. 
And you can imagine my awiul 
grief when I telt myself 
impelled downwards to stand 
at the head of her bed when 
my son visited her. When he 
Saw me there he groaned and 
begged me to go away. But 
I shook my head. And he said: 
“Tf science fails ..... cannot my 


great love for her keep her 
with me and drive you away ?’ 
And, of course, I. had to 
shake my head again, and 


then he looked thoughtful, and 
suddenly said: ‘ Father 

Ephzibar’s coming!’ And_ it 
wasn’t until I had run over 
half the world that I realised 


“To church .. to thank God for not making her like me” the trick which had been 
played upon me, and naturally, 
take me to church, she once told me, with relations strained like that, 


I’ve never liked to go again.” 

“TI can quite understand.” 

Just than a sonorous voice was heard 
echoing over the gardens, and Angela 


exclaimed: ‘‘ There! ... the keepers 
are turning everyone out. I must 
go.” 


They both rose and stamped their 
feet in the cold. 

Angela said: ‘‘ Well . . . good-bye, 
and a Merry Christmas ! ” 

‘Thank you, Miss Hayes. The same 
to you. I wonder ... perhaps next 
year at this time? ... ” 

“Why, of course . . . I’d love it.” 

“Very wellthen . . . next Christmas 
Eve at the same place, and we'll have 
another talk, Good-bye.” 

“Yes . ... Good-bye.” 

Angela suddenly found herself alone, 
and slowly she walked towards the 
gates. 
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oy HouGH Christmastide is full of cheer, i] 


It’s well it comes but once a year, 


( 
) 

({ For beef and pudding, goose and grape 

2 Are fatal,to a shapely shape. 


Wee: 


Cy ENGLAND expects that every man 
g) Should then become a Peter Pan, 


« And enter into all the games 
(4 Of little Johnnie, Jane and James. 


e3 


© 


;/ No doubt you win the child’s applause 
By dressing up as Santa Claus : 

But Christmas candles may conspire 
To set your Clarkson beard on fire. 


ALTHOUGH you may be on the rocks, 
You're badgered for a Christmas box. 
Your son and daughter, nephew, niece, 
Of course must get a box a piece. 


ZI) 


2) 


<A 


Tue dustman and the postman stand 
Upon your doorstep hat in hand : 
And all the tradesmen young and old 
Imagine you are made of gold. 


AND when you're sent a box yourself, 
You ll likely lay it on the shelf, 

For, though it’s bad, from North to South 
To look a gift horse in the mouth, 


? 


It’s ten to one you get a store 
Of articles you’ve got galore. 


ANnpb then you’ve got to waste your time 
By going to the pantomime, 

Where low comedians dressed in skirts 
Will tell you how the “ lodger ”’ flirts : 
It’s hard to join the children’s shouts 
Of laughter at the knockabouts. 


THouGuH Charles Dickens loved to show 
Our English Christmas wreathed in snow, 
And makers of the Christmas card 


Depicted ponds as frozen hard, 


Yet when you go to get your skates 
A thaw sets in and ends in spates. 


TuE moral of this tale is plain 

To any reader with a brain : 

The very same things bore or buck, 

According to your sort of luck. 

Some find it best to trust to dreams, 

My, For life is rarely what it seems. 
Heed 
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Handsome Brooch, with three lustrous Ciro 
Pearls on platinette bar. 


£110 »* 


Ciro Pearl round or pear-shaped Earrings, 
with solid gold mounts, for eaced or 
+ unpierced ears. 


£11 © per pair. 


“6 


"Ciro at cross-over Ring, 
in gold or platinette. 


£1 10 


i 


Gold Scarf Pin 
with exquisite 


HE Gift that every woman 
desires ; that honours and grati- 
fies its recipient, while it signifies the 
giver’s perfect taste. Ciro Pearls are 
the Gift Beautiful, the Gift Desirable, 
the Gift Enduring. Whether in the 
form of a graceful necklet or set 
alluringly as jewels, Ciro Pearls are 
the offering that is always welcome, 
always appropriate. They are the one 
exact replica of the real—the Gift Ideal. 
We cordially invite everyone to inspect the 
unigue collection of pearls at our showrooms, 
or we will send you a necklet of Ciro Pearls 
16 inches long, with solid gold clasp, or any of 
the Ciro Pearl jewels illustrated on this page,in 
beautiful case, for One Guinea. Wear them for 
a fortnight anc Y compare with any real pearls. 


Tf any difference is noticeable, you may return 
tous and we will refund your money in full, 


Our new handsome Booklet No.7 describes & illustrates 
our full range of Ciro Pearl gifts. Post free on request. 


178: REGENT : STREET | 
48+ OLD BOND STREET:W.1 
44 CHEAPSIDE - E.C.2 


[tis impossible to buy Ciro Pearls elsewhere, We have no agents 
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Brooch, with fine single Ciro Pearl of rare 
tte double bar, 


orient on 


Single Cire Pearl Earrings, on solid gold 
mounts, for pierced or unpierced ears. 


zi 10 


Giro Pearl Ring in platinette, with scientific 
ies, emeralds or sapphires on either side, 


£1 1 0° 


Very chaste Gold Bar Brooch, with single 
Ciro Pearl. 
£110 


Pretty Three-Pear] Ring in gold. 
£110 


Rene oneal : 


Photographic reproduction of our marvellous 16-inch Ciro Pearl Necklet, with Solid Gold clasp, © 
in beautiful case, 21 2 © Other lengths at proportionate prices. : a lil 
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Birds About Town 


bs @.Grigweell-2a, 


BY L. R. BRIGHTWELL 
AT THE TURKEY FARM 
PERCY (with his mouth full): ** Oh, I say, old chap, hope we’re not jeopardising your chance of winning 
the jolly old challenge cup, and so forth—what ?”’ 
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Cherry Brandy 


Photograph 


MISS CONSTANCE TALMADGE 


for an attractive study in Chinese lacquer—and liqueur—work 
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And They Say There Are No Fairies! 


Aeitepaeh) MISS GRACE BIZET [Abbe 


This dainty little dancer from Greenwich Village, the Bohemia of New York, surely gives the lie to all those tense and earnest 
souls who, even under the softening influence of Christmas, deny the existence of fairies 
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BY LAURIE TAYLER 
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E had told me the story, months 
H before, and I had remembered 
it. For he was one of the most 
sought-after young men in London. 
Women adore actors asa class. But 
when you are the most popular Pierrot 
in England, as this young man was, 
your letter-bag contains notes even 
from the daughters of dukes. Those 
in the immediate suite of Royalty 
itself write to you, now and_ then. 
They want your songs, your photo- 
graph, your signature for an album. 
My friend the Pierrot was sick of 
flattery. He had the face of a choir-boy. 
Little did his admirers know that he 
played poker all night and had some- 
times {100 each way upon a horse. 
“Look at that dear little boy,” old 
ladies used to say, sitting in the stalls, 
when they heard him sing. For his 
charm was so disarming. There were 
soft notes in his voice that soothed you. 
No Pierrot ever looked so forlorn, when 
he sang a love song. 


SS 


Ss Se 


IDENTIFIED 
“Would you recognise the band, sir ?” 
‘Oh, that’s a BAND, is it?” 


es 


BY HANNEN SWAFFER 


| | 
The Pierrot’s One Good Deed | 
| 


| 


Those in the stalls little knew that 
the moment he had sung ‘‘ My Heart 
is Like the Lily,”’ despairingly almost, 
he would go into his dressing-room and 
put #100 more on Tishy. 


Then, one sad day for London, he 
and the other pierrots went on tour, 
and from pier to pier these super- 
pierrots toured. Young ladies from the 
suburbs on holiday counted the days 
before the Pierrot would reach the town 
in which they stayed. And, when he 
came, they followed him along the 
promenade, small crowds of them. 

Then, tired of adulation, weary of 
flattery, the Pierrot reached St. Anne’s. 
And, outside the theatre 
played, Lydias languished and Floras 
looked forlorn. 

“ When will all this nonsense stop ? ”’ 
he. said. “If only we could come 
here Aintree week! Then we could 
see the National. Why didn’t they 
fix this tour so that we were in 


where he 
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By Lunt Roperts 


this burgh when the Manchester Cup 
was on?” 


One morning, in the hotel, he saw 
a young woman in the lounge sitting 
allalone, so plain, so ordinary that no 
one noticed her. She did not even look 
up when the Pierrot passed. 
prize cats can look at kings. 


Tor only 
Yet, how 
disconsolate she looked, and gloomy ! 
Even the Pierrot’s heart was touched. 
“Waoat is the matter ? ”’ 
walking up to her. 
Her heart gave three big bumps 


he said, 


against itself and she blushed a stammer. 


He persisted, and, as she _ looked 
down, tremblingly, she told her story. 
“TI have been sitting here for over 


and you are the 


? « 


a week,”’ she said, ‘ 
first person who has ever spoken to me.” 

Some people would like that sort of 
life for a change. I hate being spoken 
to, myself. 

But this poor young thing was a bank 
clerk at Wigan, she said, and, for fifty 
weeks a year, she did whatever bank 
clerks are supposed to do, week in and 
week out, amid Wigan’s sordidness. 

For a year she had saved up so much 
that, at last, with her savings, she had 
brought her mother to stay for two 
weeks in a fashionable hotel. 
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“T wanted to be a lady for a while,”’ 
she said. “‘ But it is very dull being a 
lady all alone. If I were in lodgings, 
i could speak to fellows on the front. 
But we are so toney here. And 
nobody notices me in this hotel.” 

Then the Pierrot did the one good 
deed of all his life. Not all the Boy 
Scouts in the world put together have 
been so chivalrous. He looked at her for 
a minute and then said something that 
almost made her sink into the ground. 

“ Have you been to Lytham ?”’ he said. 

“No,” she replied, ‘‘ I’ve been sitting 
here all the week.”’ 

“Have you been to Blackpool ? ” 
he went on. 

No, not even the joys of Blackpool 
entice, when you have to walk among 
them all alone. 

“Let’s go and see what it’s like,” 
said the Pierrot. 

He was sorry, a moment later. But 
he had said it, and, when you start 
performing some good deed, you have 
to see it through. 

So, for a whole day in Blackpool, the 
Pierrot and the poor little bank 
clerk went everywhere. They looped the 
loop and went up the Tower; they 
danced in the ballroom, and in Fun City 
they even threw rubber balls at the 
wooden disc, which, when hit, made a 
poor crippled man fall in the water. 


They had their fortunes told. And, 
oh, how wonderful that was! For the 
fortune-teller said they would marry 
and live happily ever afterwards. And 
she added that there would be two boys 
and three girls ! 

The Pierrot was used to embarrass- 
ments like that. But the little bank clerk 
blushed, and dreamed a foolish dream. 

For seven hours, she lived in Paradise. 
And then the Pierrot took her back to 
her hotel and never saw her again. 


He told the story to the other pierrots 
that night. 

““T didn’t even kiss her,’’ he said. 

No one believed him. Those who 
knew the Pierrot never believed him. 


Yes, he had told me that six months 
before. And, now, I was at his Christmas 
party. His room was full of presents, 
and photographs signed in big scrawling 
signatures. Faces of beautiful women 
adorned his room. Cigarette boxes in 
gold and silver told of his prowess ; 
diamond studs were all around, and 
things like that, from women of every 
age and every colour. 

On his desk I saw a postcard among 
a lot of other letters and cards and bills. 

“ Justin memory of St. Anne’s,’’ it said. 

The name of the town recalled some- 
thing to my mind, and I turned the 


HORSE-SENSE , 
: “Ah, this reminds me, Willy wants a rocking-horse for Christmas” 
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postcard over. The stamp bore the 
terrible name, ‘‘ Wigan.” 

““Who’s this from ? ” I said. 

“Oh, I get lots of things like that,” 
replied the Pierrot. “‘ Some silly girl, 
I suppose. There were lots of girls at 
St. Anne’s.” 


There was no name and no address, 
So you could not answer the postcard. 
But, if you could have done so, the 
Pierrot would not have answered, for 
he had forgotten. And I should not 
have answered, for I could not have 
told the truth. 


But, somewhere, in a humble street 
in Wigan, a little girl remembers. And it 
is well, perhaps, that the Pierrot, once 
in his life, performed one good deed. 


| A FAIRYLAND TRIOLET 


UPPOSING Fairyland went dry 
S If nectar were prohibited ? 
Think how the fairy folk would sigh 
Supposing Fairyland went dry ! 
Tke heather cups would droop and die, 

Or languish unemployed instead 
Supposing Fairyland went dry, 

It nectar were prohibited. 

LestiE M. OyLer 


By Bowes 
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THE WAITS, CHRISTMAS 1923 
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‘ee NEW BUICK 


iS GREATER ENGINE 
EFFICIENCY 


Added possibilities of speed and four wheel 
braking power to use it with safety. 


HE remarkable efficiency of the up-to-date 

motor engine is largely attributable to the 

valve in the head design. Buick is the 
Father of the valve in the head engine, which 
they have used from the outset. Improvements 
in the mechanism—and its cooling—gives the 
new engine still greater efficiency. 


| This means less gear changing, still better hill- 
| climbing capacity and acceleration, and a general 
top speed performance, even superior to that for 
| which previous Buick cars are noted. 


Yet running costs are decreased—not increased. 


The diagram is instructive. To the trained 
} engineer it tells its own story. To the non- 
technical, the black parts are the metal of the 
engine, and the etched portions show the water- 


cooling spaces. Note how efficiently the valves 


and sparking plugs are cooled-——important factors 
in retaining that high engine efficiency during 
i long usage. 


With this increased power you have increased 
road safety. The Buick four wheel brakes enable 
you to stop the car smoothly—in any given circum- 
stances—in half the distance otherwise possible. 


Thus the two improvements dovetail for your 
greater driving comfort. 


GENERAL MOTORS L!. 


THE HYDE HENDON 


6-CYLINDER ’ 
MODELS 


FROM £470 


4- CYLINDER 
MODELS Ovret 


FROM £375 First 


The new Oakland and Cadillac are also fitted with Four Wheel Brakes 


_ 
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By Appointment d r eys 

| LAVENDER SOAP. Old E lj LAVENDER WATER. 
Box of 3 Large Tablets, 3/- i l 1S a V en er , 

| Box of 6 Visitors’ Size, 3/- g d Pe ee Behe 8/6, 

Box of 3 Bath Size - 6/- a / 


By Appointment, 


LAVENDER The Yardley Lavender Water is World famous as the finest BATH SALTS. 
FACE POWDER. quality made of this delightful fragrance. Compressed, One dozen 
Per Box, 2/6 : . Tablets, 3/- 
Gonbact Poviler ia Metal Apart from its beauty as a Spray, Handkerchief, or Sachet Perfume, Crjitals’ Pep beilecia ios 
Cie wakiNiron’ 3/9 it has many uses ; in dance rooms and other crowded assemblies, or 7/-, 13/6 
LAVENDER when travelling, a few drops sprinkled on the handkerchief and LAVENDER TALC. 
FACE CREAM. applied to the skin give a delicious sense of coolness and refreshment. in’ Sprinkle nea leech 
Per Pot, 1/6 b 3 
Cold Cream, 1/9 per Pot. ‘ FOR CHRISTMAS GIFTS LAVENDER SACHETS. 
The Lavender Gift Box containing Lavender ater, Lavender Soap, Face Silk, 1/6 
LAVENDER SHAMPOO Powder, Talcum Powder and Bath Salts, or (for Men’s use) Lavender Soap, ‘ 
Boxes of Half-dozen Talcum Powder, Shaving Soap, Brilliantine, Lavender Water. SHAVING STICKS. 
Cartridges, 1/6 In attractive Box complete, 10/6 each. Price 1/3 each. 


Of all Chemists and Departmental Stores, and from :— 


YARDLEY & CO., LTD., 8, New Bond St., London, W.1. 


a, 


— esp BSH 
YARDLEY'S : 
LAVENDER 


Shampoo Powder 
For Cleansing © Beavis in 
toes 
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“9 v7 isn’t my fault I’ve got no money, 
] sir,” I urged. 
“T agree,” said old General 

Wheatly, ‘“‘ but as I haven’t any either, 

it’s equally impossible for my daughter 

to be your Miss Fortune.” 

Macabre sort of gibe—besides being 
superannuated, like the General. I got 
rattled and ratty. So did he. 

“ Until I’ve your word that all this 
pestiferous nonsense is over,’’ was his 
ultimatum, “my door must remain 
shut on you.” 

“Then,” said I, glancing at the 
smoke-room closed door, ‘‘ may I send 
for my bag, sir? My stay here’s likely 
to be somewhat prolonged.” 

Before going back to the smoke-room 
and poker, the General was _ polite 
enough to see me off the premises. 

You will now appreciate why I padded 
up the drive from Netherhurst (the 
Wheatlys’ place) in a pricelessly gloomy 
state, 

it was Christmas Eve-—late after- 
noon, : 
In the hall at Netherhurst, in front 
of the huge Christmas-tree, I’d noticed, 
clinging from the roof, a colossal bunch 
of mistletoe. Somewhere knocking 
about the old house was Diana, old 
Wheatly’s daughter, too topping for 
words, and here was I (Noel Davenport, 
late of the Theatre Royal, Waysands, 
actor of the other part, as lawyers put 


it in deeds), with as much chance of- 


getting her under it as—getting her 
father under a steam-roller. 

“Tf he’s stuffy,’ Diana had said 
before the Zero hour (hero hour’s the 
real name for it) that afternoon, ‘‘ don’t 
despair. I’ll stick to you. Never say 
die.” 

Semething prophetic had made me 


By A. G. GREENWOOD. 


groan, “ It looks more like ‘ Never say 
Diana!’ ” 

It did. A flea in your ear is a severe 
handicap to pad. off with on the Merry 
and Bright Stakes. I cocktailed and 
dined at the “Swan” (where I’d put 
up to be near Diana). I plotted and 
planned. Finally I went out—cold, 
occasional sleet, inky dark—just because 
hanging around Netherhurst seemed— 
well, I understood why moths crash 
round lamps. 

There’s a stile near the lodge. I sat 
on it. I smoked. Presently a whole 
lot of people, with one lantern between 
them, came along. They wore masks. 

“We'll start off with Good King 
Wenceslaus,”’ said the fellow who carried 
the lantern, as they passed me. 

Waits. I didn’t hesitate. I fell in, 
Up the drive we scrunched. 

“Gather round !” 

They gathered. They sang. A huge 


footman (everything’s huge that 
Wheatly has anything to do with) 


opened the door, 

In the hall stood old Wheatly and 
three old buffers: disturbed at their 
poker, Mrs. Gray (more of her anon), 
the General’s sister (old make of old 
maid—the edge of unpleasantness) the 
customary nondescripts most country- 
houses collect at Christmas (like burrs 
in spaniel’s ears), and, looking like the 
fairy off the top of the Christmas-tree 
behind her (a gigantic tree—twenty- 
foot high at least), Diana. 

“Come in, good folk, come in!” 
cried old Wheatly, doing the jovial, 
baronial-hall stunt. 

I accepted the invitation, and the 
others being masked, I tied my handker- 
chief round my face (I could just see 
over the top of it) so as not to be 


conspicuous or make them or any- 
body else uncomfortable. Thoughtful, 
what ? 


Once inside they sang some jolly 
old carol, while I edged round to get 
near Diana. 

The Christmas-tree suggested a plan. 

I lugged a bill out of my pocket 
and scribbled, ‘‘ Meet me by the 
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Christmas-tree to-night, Noel,” on it, 
and worked round behind Diana. 

A vast fellow, a bawling bass, stood 
beside her. Diana’s hands were linked 
behind her. I took cover behind the 
bass and slid the note into her fingers. 

She started and stared up at him 
in amazement. Innocently he bellowed. 
Presently I tip-toed near and nearer 
the tree, till at last I slipped behind it. 

Footmen presently brought punch. 
The waits drank. A pound or so was 
collected for the Blanket, or some dear 
old equally stuffy fund. The waits 
departed. The General hurried his three 
old cronies back to the smoke-room 
and poker. The rest of the house-party 
drifted back to Auction in the drawing- 
room. 

My position had its precarious side. 

The hefty great tree*was set in a 
huge tub, and two wire: gays steadied 
it. Its branches made a ladder. I 
climbed and sat’ down very com- 
fortably about three-quarters of the 
way up. 

Ten struck. Eleven struck. 
struck, only Di was worth waiting an 
eternity for. 

Twelve, and the bells of St. Peter’s 
(next the Swan) dug the oldsters out 
of poker, Mrs. Gray (you'll get the hang 
of her presently) from an erotic novel, 
Diana and the burrs from the drawing- 
room, and they all Happy-Christmassed 
each other for all they were worth. 

The burrs trailed off to bed—some- 
somebody done 
night’s 


I’d have 


thing accomplished, 
(at Auction) had earned a 
repose. The three pokerites went back 
to the smoke-room. 

Mrs. Gray and the General (you’ve 
an inkling how she comes in now, 
what ?) having flirted (mosquito and 
mammoth) at the foot of the stairs, 
whispered lingering ‘' good-nights,’’ 
and parted as reluctantly as Sandy 
and Saxpence. 

“Diana,”’ called the General. 

Di came from the drawing-room. 

“T hope I’ve made myself plain,” 
said he—unnecessary, take it from me, 
Providence had done it for him, “ that 


are cy 
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young cub Davenport’s not to enter 
my door till you’ve both promised to 
behave sensibly. You'll be pleased to 
.Temember that.” 

“T can’t be—pleased, father,’’ said 
topping Di. ‘ Won’t you tell me 
exactly what you’ve got against him ? ” 

I was up a tree in every sense. Even 
stuffing that gristly bit of your ear 
right down the orifice won’t drown any 
remarks and so on, which you really 
don’t want to hear. 

“Certainly. I don’t want to be 
nasty,” said the General, oblivious that 
the matter was out of his hands. ‘As 
you know, I’m very hard up. and 
Davenport’s not only a penniless actor, 
but a gritless, back-boneless, brainless 
young idiot. He’s the sort of fool 
who'd say ‘ Wot, weally ?’ if he met 
a man-eating tiger.” 

Old Wheatly got the V.C. when some 
old general (vice Joshua deceased) took 


who invented poker had been con- 
demned to sit without daring to stir 
on a narrow branch of a fir for three 
hours on end. 

At long last out they trooped, and 
stalked upstairs. 

“Click”? went a switch, and every- 
thing went black. The house grew very 
still. I got an easier stance and waited. 

It seemed an epoch before a very 
slight sound made me start. I peered 
towards the stair-case—thrilling. Black 
as pitch. I heard a click and sharply 
turned my head. A bright ovoid from an 
electric-torch travelled round the 
panelled walls. 

Dimly reflected light lit a shrimp 
of a man who stood between the heavy 
curtains of one of the windows. 


«< \ 
Venice Rey 
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“*Eh! Eh! What's this?’ stuttered the General ” 


Kumasi in an Ashantiscrap. He expects 
every male to be a Jack-the-Giant- 
Kxiller, and every woman to be scared 
of mice. You know the type—if you 
don’t, crash off to Monte—your luck’s in. 

“His father was a good soldier, 
a good friend and a sahib. But the 
son—why if he were a potato I’d not 
trouble to cut the eyes out of him! 
Forget him. He’s a wash-out. Cut 
him right out of your mind. Good- 
night, Diana.” 

He kissed her—poor Diana !—and 
watched her climb upstairs. When 
he had lumbered back to” the smoke- 
room he left the. door open. 

I heard-‘‘ Ante, old fellow,” ‘‘ Full- 
house,” “‘ See you, and raise you the 
limit,” hissing syphons, and the scratch- 
ing of matches till I wished the man 


He had a pale, harassed, pinched- 
looking face. Though he looked like a 
dyspeptic he was indubitably a 
burglar. 

An automatic-pistol’s short nose 
bobbed about in one of his nervous, 
gloved hands, and the exploring torch 
swept round in the other. 

He emerged—blue suit, stockinged 
feet, the heels of his light shoes 
protruding from his coat pockets. 
Suddenly the torch-light with a click 
went out. Anotber light waved on 
the wall by the staircase. Someone 
pattered down. 

Di. 

“Noel!” she whispered. 

It takes a moment to decide on the 
best course. None of you ever having 
been to all intents and purposes a fir- 
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cone in a crisis, can swear what you’d 
do in a predicament like mine. : 

I heard a stealthy movement at the 
foot of the tree—the little man was 
trying to take cover. 

“Noel!” whispered Di, again, and 
I heard a swish as she moved. “Oh, 
Noel, you ought not to have come! 
What is it? Quick—quick! Tell me.” 

The shrimp only breathed hard and 
said nothing. I—fir-coned. Di had 
no time to get suspicious before the 
hall was flooded with light, and the 
General came stumping downstairs. 

He was in full bed-order—from bare- 
feet in Morocco-slippers, via purple 
pyjamas, frogged dressing-gown, to 
tarboosh complete with blue tassel. 

Majestically he descended. Peering 
down through the 
branches I saw Diana. 
She was staring up into 
the burglar’s face. She 
screamed—a tiny, 
throttled scream — and, 
turning, ran like a hare 
to her father. 

“Davenport!” he 
tapped out. ‘‘Conceal- 
ment’s futile.~ I heard 
her call your name. 
Davenport, come out!” 
The tree hid the little 
man. With whistling 
breath he lurked there— 
lurk’s the only verb. 


Plomp — plomp 
marched the bristling 
General, the fingers of 


one brawny hand round 
Diana’s wrist. 

“ But, father 32 

She only whispered 
those two words. 

“ Silence! ”’ positively 


hissed the General. ‘I 

won’t hear you. Let the 

young dog explain—if 
eae he can.” 


He arrived round the 

The little man sighed heavily 
“Put up yer 
“Up 


tree. 
and raised his automatic. 
ands |” said he, in meek tones. 
with ’em! Both of yer.” 

“Eh! Eh! What’s this ? ” stuttered 
the General, but his hands went wavering 
up. 

““T don’t want to ’arm nobody,” 
added the little man, trembling violently 
scunlessmudrive tocites ce 

“ A ber—burglar ! ”’ said the General, 
in an explosive whisper, and let his 
mouth hang open. 

“Got it in one,” said the shrimp. 

The General glanced upstairs. He 
glanced at the bell-push—twenty yards 
away by the fireplace. f 

‘“ Now don’t you be rash,” advised 
the little man. ‘‘ An’ don’t nobody 
raise their voices.” 

(Continued on page 82) 
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Spins me the season round | 
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82 
A CHRISTMAS TREATY (continued) 


“ Be off! ” said the General, and his 
voice was husky and quavering. “ Be 
off and we’ll say no more about it. 
Be off the way you came.” 

The little man shook his head. 

“« There’s some pearls you was wearing 
two nights ago, Missie, at the Town 
’All,” he observed. ‘‘’And ’em over and 
T’ll ’urt no one and take nothin’ else.” 

“ They’re upstairs,” said Diana. 

“Fetch ’em,” said the shrimp to 
my astonishment. ‘‘ Fetch ’em, but 
you be wary—for your father’s sake 
be wary. If I hear a suspicious sound, 
T’ll empty this ”? He waved the 
snub-nosed pistol—‘“ I’ll make a blinkin’ 
colander of ’im. Got me?” 

“Diana, I—I,” began the General, 
hoarsely, and found himself looking 
down the one black nostril of the pistol. 

“You see reason,” said the little 
man, pleasantly. ‘‘ Don’t forget, Miss, 
I’m trustin’ you because your father 
pays if you act foolish. Don’t try any 
gimes or you'll be orderin’ mournin’ 
for a fond parent. Is it a go?” 

‘“‘ Father, it’s best 2 

Diana moved one step towards the 
staircase. : 

‘Yer Bible-oath, Miss?” said the 
little man. ‘‘ No tricks?” 

"I swear,” whispered terrified Diana. 

She left the gelatinated General 
quaking. 
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“Tt was Davenport,” said the General 


“Nice crib, you’ve got ’ere,’” said 
the shrimp. 

All this time I’d been wondering how 
to intervene. 

To start climbing down would have 
meant being shot as a poacher shoots 
a roosting pheasant. It appeared 
certain, too, that once he’d got the 
pearls the little man, for his own 
sake, would go quietly. 

Silence and inaction are seldom 
heroic—like discretion, however, they 
seemed to me the better part of valour. 
I determined to sit tight and escape 
in the confusion when, the burglar 
gone, the General raised the alarm. 

Very cautiously I leaned forward 
to get a better view of the General’s 
face. It was yellow-white, As though 
his flesh had been wax, abject terror 
had stamped its impression deep and 
clear-cut. He looked as though he 
were drowning. 

Nobody could help feeling sorry for 
him. For a man who’d won the V.C. 
in 1874, whose fetish was bravery, to 
stand impotent before a shrimp with an 
automatic was the acme of humiliation. 

He was old. His nerve had gone. 
He knew it, and the knowledge was 
Hades—or something jolly like it. 
He was altogether flabby—a senile, 
trembling old wreck. , 

’ Then, as I stared, to my horror 


something snapped with a loud report. 
The little man glanced up and his 
face seemed suddenly levitated—rising 
to meet me—risen to meet me. 

A guy-wire had snapped, but all I 
knew then was that tree and I had 
crashed to the floor. 

Beneath me lay the shrimp on his 
stomach, wriggling like an eel, held 
down by countless branches. 

I caught his wrist—luckily it was 
his right hand, and managed to secure 
a grip on his neck. The automatic 
started pumping bullets along the 
floor—his fault or mine never deter- 
mined. He squealed—a heavy branch 
pinned his loins to the floor. 

The General, clear of the smash, 
began to roar and stamp round like a 
bewildered bullock. Shouts resounded, 
also screams. Pandemonium reigned ... 

As a preface to Christmas Day 
it was all highly original, but equally 
unpleasant. 

Chaos having been re-enacted, things 
quietened down _half-an-hour ' later. 
The netted shrimp, looking redand boiled, 
had departed in a Ford, with two 
constables and the local superintendent 
of police. i 

The house-party, in various degrees 
of undress, chattered and asked ques- 
tions all at once in the hall, beside 
the giant of a fallen tree. 
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The three old-soldier pals of the 
General—each wearing full bath-room 
order (with poker)—had seized the 
opportunity of lighting one more of 
the General’s cheroots and mixing one 
more peg (amazing the number of old 
soldiers who, on retirement, get attached 
to the Never-Refusileers.)} 

They: stood around, throwing chests, 
each saying in varying language that he 
wished, by Gad, he’d been there ! 

‘“ What did you do, General ? ” asked 
one of ’em at length. 

The General glowered and seemed 
to shiver beneath Mrs. Gray’s éyes— 
the widow expected to hear an epic. 

“While my daughter was present 
and the villain held an automatic 
trained on her, I could do nothing,” 
he managed to say. 

‘Of course, not,” said kindly Mrs. 
Gray. ‘‘ For there was nothing to be 
done.” 

Mrs. Gray, last down and perfectly 
imperfectly garbed for the occasion, 
was a widow (slight unavoidable digres- 
sion here), one of those been-nearly- 
forty for years, auburn-haired, blue- 
eyed damsels, labelled (like cream) 
‘Preserved. Not suitable for Infants.” 

But she was very rich, and Nether- 
hurst was heavily mortgaged, and she 
worshipped bravery as ardently as the 
General did. 

A few nights before Mrs. Gray had 
sat with tears in her eyes holding the 
General’s V.C. in her. hands, listening 
to his story of the taking of 
Kumasi. 

Diana had told me that if Mrs. Gray 
would accept her father, he’d consent 
to Di marrying anybody—because 
Diana and Mrs. Gray didn’t get on. 

Mrs. Gray, to drop a hint, couldn’t 


Photograph) 


be said to be quite as straight as a 
Diana, you see. 

“Yet I’m sure,’”’ said the General’s 
sister—a hag of the first water, ‘‘that we'd 
all like to know exactly what did occur.” 

The General glared. He ripened and 
swelled visibly—a process in a 
tomato that takes weeks. 

He knew he was “ for it,’’ I could 
see that. He was ‘‘done in” and 
was painfully aware of it. His repu- 
tation for invincible bravery and his 
chance of acquiring Mrs. Gray were 
sinking—for the third time as it were. 

I met his shifty, shamed eyes. There 
was something suspiciously like appeal 
in them. He was asking for help—an 
alliance. 

I had an inspiration—positively. 

‘It was like this,” I said—and it 
teally wasn’t altogether unlike it. 
‘“‘ There was I up the tree. The General 
and I, being unarmed, had to resort to 
strategy. The General held the villain 
in conversation, manceuvred him under 
the branches, and gave a_ signal. 
Immediately I leaned forward knowing, 
of course, the tree would topple over on 
top of the ruffian, and—there we were.” 

“‘ Splendid!’ roared one of the old 
campaigners, clapping the General on 
the back. ‘‘ Nerves of steel—as ever! ”’ 

“Oh, General, how cool—how 
collected!’ cried Mrs. Gray, while the 
three Never-Refusileers swallowed three 
pegs and did a sort of ‘Soldiers’ Chorus.” 

“It was Davenport,” said the 
General, his eyes popping. ‘‘ He’s 
the cool one—damned cool!” 

‘But how came Mr. Davenport to 
be so providentially ensconced up 
the tree?’ asked acidulated Miss 
Wheatly, the General’s suspicious sister, 
above the din of congratulations. 


A CHRISTMAS ‘SHOOT"-—SNOW VARIETY 
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‘' Didn’t I explain ?” said I. “ I was 
hiding there—so as to surprise the 
villain, don’t you know.” 

“Yes, but how did you get there ? ” 
persisted the old bloodhound. 

** Well,” said I, thinking desperately 
—wells are proverbially recuperative. 
‘“ Well, I happened to be in the Park. 
Troubadouring’s out of fashion, I 
know, but He 

Again the General met my eye. He 
blinked. He wavered. 

‘“Very wrong—very wrong,” he 
mumbled, gruffly. ‘‘ But Diana en- 
couraged you, I don’t doubt. This 
practice must cease forthwith.” 

““T’ll come in, then—next time, sir,” 
said I. 

Diana surreptitiously caught his hand. 

Sighing heavily he surrendered. 

The treaty was completed as he, 
shrugging, said : 

“Well, well, if you must make fools 
of yourselves * 

‘ All very sentimental and interest- 
ing,’ interrupted that perfectly loath- 
some sister of his, ‘“ but—I may be 
dense—it doesn’t seem to explain 
Mr. Davenport’s presence in the house 
—unbeknown to us all—in the small 
hours.” 

Inspiration — sheer genius — again 
rescued me. 

“Well,” said I truthfully — don’t 
forget the waits—‘‘I saw a masked man 
making for the house. I followed him 
bay 


“You hero!” ejaculated Mrs. Gray, 
turning tear-brimmed, baby eyes 
momentarily on me and then, gazing 
taptly at the General, added, pandering 
to his twin passions—valour and poker : 

“You're both heroes—two of a kind!” 

Well, so we were—of a kind. 


[Horace W. Nicholls 


Christmas in England is as often as not a time when snow—as apart from drizzle and rain—is conspicuous by its absence. However, things are different in Switzer'and, 
where the lucky visitor can enjoy all the benefits of the snowy Yuletide beloved of Mr. Pickwick. In fact, here one can have the “Dickens” of a good Christmas 
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WHO WILL HEAD THE POLL? 


We all find that there is one actor who makes a different and more pronounced appeal to us than does any other. Althoughi 


A % . . . . . bi yer 
wants to find which actor makes the widest appeal to play-goers, and is offering £500 in prizes in order to disco | 
Photographs by Foulsham and Banfield, Warwick Brookes, Navana, Maull and ox, F, A, Swaine, Ernes 
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POPULAR ACTOR? 


NORMAN McKINNEL j 


£500 CASH PRIZES FOR VOTERS 


we may not be able to define exactly what this subtle something is, yet we are very conscious of its presence. “ The Bystander” 


him. Read the details on the next page and then record your vote to-day. There is no entrance fee. 
H. Mills, Vaughan and Freeman, Maloolm Arbuthnot, Claude Harris, Dorothy Wilding, Crailey and Hana. 
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WHO IS THE MOST 


RE you voting in THE 
A BYSTANDER’S new 
election competition ? 

The very great interest 
evinced everywhere in the 
election organised recently 
by THE BysTaNDER to 
discover who is the most 
popular actress of the 
day, and which resulted in 
Miss Gladys Cooper (closely 
followed by Miss Fay 
Compton and Miss José 
Collins) heading a list of 
twenty “candidates’’ in 
a poll of 200,000 votes, has 
given rise to the query— 
who is our favourite actor ? 
It was only natural that 
thousands of our readers 
should call for an answer 
to this new question, and so 
to settle the second part 
of the lively controversy 
which originated the first 
election, THE BysTANDER 
is once again putting 
the question to the toucb- 
stone of public decision— 
this time to discover 
who among English actors 


of to-day stands highest in the affections of the public. 
The new competition is proving a greater success 
even than the most-popular-actress election. 


VOTE TO-DAY 
NEW COMPETITION 


IN OUR 


THE ‘“CANDIDATES.’’ 


HICH of these well-known actors are your 

favourites? They are named here in alpha- 
betical order. To win a big cash prize choose the 
ten you like best and fill in their names on the voting 
paper on page xvi. 
MATHESON LANG 
ALFRED LESTER 
ROBERT LORAINE 
NORMAN McKINNEL 
OWEN NARES 
LEON QUARTERMAINE 
GEORGE ROBEY 
AUBREY SMITH 
FRED TERRY 
ARTHUR WONTNER 


HENRY AINLEY 

W. H. BERRY 

JACK BUCHANAN 

Sir GERALD DU MAURIER 
DENNIS EADIE 

LESLIE FABER 

GEORGE GROSSMITH 

Sir JOHN MARTIN HARVEY 
LESLIE HENSON 
SEYMOUR HICKS 

Voting papers are appearing each week up to Decem- 
ber 26. Save all these, for you may send as many 
as you like. Induce your friends to vote for your 
favourites, or collect their voting papers and fill 


them in yourself. You will thus have more chances 
of winning a prize. Closing date December 31. 


There is be the most popular. ~ 


izes to Our Readers 


still time to make a bid for 
a big cash prize and, quite 
apart from the zest and 
interest to be derived from 
the choosing of your 
favourite actors, there is no 
Teason why the first prize 
of £250 should not be yours. 
It is important to bear 
. in mind that this is a com- 
petition to discover—not 
who is our best actor, but 
who is the most popular. 


THE BYSTANDER offers 


L500 


in Cash Prizes 


to be divided as follows: 


Ist Prize - £250 

2nd , ~- £100 

Sigel a Ol) 

and 20 Prizes of 
£5 each 


to readers who succeed in 


giving correctly, or most nearly correctly, a list of 
ten actors in the order voted by the majority to 


WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO— 


Is very simple. A Special Selection Committee has chosen twenty actors (whose names and photographs appear on 
this and the two preceding pages) as being most representative to-day of the ‘‘ profession’ as’ a whole. 


Go through these very carefully, and select and vote for (see voting paper on page xvi) the ten actors who 


are your favourites. 


Fill in their names on the voting paper. 


The decision will be made by popular vote. 


The ten actors, of the twenty named above, receiving the most votes will be accepted as the most popular. 


The first prize of £250 
cash will be awarded to the 
reader whose voting list, 
in correct order, most nearly 
approximates to the ten 
favourites voted the most 
popular. The second prize 
of £100 will go to the sender 
of the next most nearly 


correct voting list — and 
so on. 
The closing date of the 


competition is December 31— 
for colonial and foreign readers, 
January 10—so that the 
many enthusiasts abroad 
have ample time to compete. 
There ts no entrance fee. 


Readers may send in as 
many voting papers as they 
wish, singly or in batches, 
but each must be filled 
in and cut from. THE 
BYSTANDER, Further voting 
papers are appearing each 
week in the ordinary issues 
of THE BysTANDER up to 
and including that of 
December 26. 


Si 


mm 
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FOR THE MOST POPULAR ACTOR 


To the ‘star who receives the greatest number of votes and is 
thus acclaimed the most popular actor of the day, ‘‘ The Bystander,” 
on behalf of a great host of admirers and as a token of their 
regard and esteem, will present a souvenir gift in the form of a 
cabinet of 1,000 of the famous La Corona ‘‘Corona” cigars, 
similar to the one seen above. The cigars which will make up 
this gift have been specially prepared for ‘‘The Bystander” at 
the La Corona Factory in Havana 


You may collect voting 
papers from your friends 
and fill them in yourself. 
This will help to ensure a 
greater measure of success 
for your own favourites, 
and at the same time give 
you more opportunities 
to win a large share of 
that £500. There is no need 
to mutilate the pages of your 
BYSTANDER as photographs 
must not be sent. 


You have no_ trouble 
other than to fill in the 
voting papers each week 
and to post them when 
you choose, but in time 
to reach us not later than 
December 31, or January 10 
in the case of readers 
abroad. Cut out your voting 
paper neatly and address 
it to :— 

THE ORGANISER, ‘‘ Most 
PoPULAR ACTOR ELEc- 
TION,’ THE BYSTANDER, 
TALLIS STREET, LONDON, 
E.C, 4. 
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A LITTLE ana GOOD 


LL Distillers agree that there 
is a serious shortage of fine / 
matured Malt Whiskies. All of. / 
them, however, do not agree as to || 
how the public should be treated 
under the circumstances. 


— 


Weare inno doubt. Our policy 
is fixed. We will not tamper with Ss 
quality. ..Wee are. caterime@. for Established 1817 
“quality” people who know that they 
must pay “quality” price or put up with 
something less fine. To keep up quality 
we are keeping down sales. 


We contd = not sell:cour KING 
p™| WILLIAM IV at 13/6 per bottle (Home 
* Market) unless we made good profits 
out of our Export business. Drink a little 
m less if need be, but as you value your 
Hhealth drink the best. 


| 


S TAR Ss SCOTS WH IS KY, 350 


; Onsale at | 
JOHN GILLON & CO., LTD., LONDON & LEITH fice: 


(WM. WILLIAMSON, Managing Director) | 


mu 
THIS IS 


Head Office: 45 Leadenhall Street, London, E.C. | and | 
Telephone: Avenue,80rq4 Telegrams: “ Litlangood, Fen, London” Cables: “Litlangood, London” | Brooks, Ltd. | 
| Pall Mall 


A friend writes :— 


“Your King Willhtam 
Whisky 1s better than 


Ht 


Haig and Haig was? 


WE do not say that. 
All we do say is that it 


is as good. 


1 Ge Go, Lid. 


“A tight-fitting costume ’’ 


F you imagine that the most 
I important thing at a winter sport 

resort is the winter sport, it simply 
shows, my dear sir (or madame), that you 
have never given the thing a moment’s 
consid. (short for consideration). 

I grant you that such things as ski- 
ing, skating, curling, bob-sleighing, 
toboganning and ice-hockey may make 
a temporary claim on the attention of 
the winter-sporter, but it will be 
obvious that the real thing is the 
question of dress. 

It is not the slightest use, for instance, 
to execute a telemark turn in a set 
of plus fours. Of course, you may con- 
trive to bring off the turn in this cos- 
tume, but think for a moment of the 
look of the thing. Do you suppose that 
anyone who 7s anyone in the world of 
winter-sport will so much as glance in 
your direction? But imagine for a 
moment the effect of the same turn 
thoroughly mismanaged in one of those 
dinky blue Norwegian costumes. The 
fact that your turn ended in a dismal 
failure will simply be put down to the 
poverty of the snow, a hidden rock, the 
immense speed at which you 
were courageously attempting 
the turn, or any of a hundred 
and one reasons, or several 
or all of them. 

aD 

N skating, too, you may, 
I especially if you are a 
woman, indulge your taste 
for dress to the utmost. 

Those delightful ‘‘ snow- 
resisting, windproof’ gar- 
ments, providing “‘ complete 
freedom of movement,” which 
begin to appear in the shop- 
windows towards the end of 
November, may, in fact do, 
give place to costumes which 


resist nothing and accord no 
freedom of movement what 
and howsoever. 

While it may be excellent 
to carry out twelve mohawks 
running and eight tomahawks 
sitting, such feats do not 
arouse the interest that is 
created when a new arrival 
appears on the rink in a 
tight-fitting mauve costume, 
trimmed with pink orange- 
blossoms, and a brick-coloured 
Eskimo cap. ° 

It is, however, in the 
matter of bob-sleighing that 
dress counts for so much. 

I have known a man come 
down the bob run at Mirren (it is 
fifteen miles long) in the incredibly 
short time of three seconds. At least, I 
think I have known that. Well, did it set 
the Jungfrau on fire? Did the chamois 
drop lifeless from its unscalable heights 
from shock? Did the hotels reduce 
their tariffs to celebrate the event ? 
The answer is in the negative. 

No. In bob-sleighing it is the badge 
that counts. Thus, if your bob is known 
as ‘‘ The Tiger,’”? each member of the 
crew will have a tiger cunningly woven 
on his or her chest, or rather that 
portion of the sweater which covers 
the chest. And I may say that I know 
of no more imposing sight than a line of 
such tigers seating themselves in a bob. 

That is the sort of thing that excites 
interest. It is that which sends the 
Press photographer flying for another 
couple of dozen plates. 

. > 

UT you must be warned that this 

has been going on for many years, 
and the competition in this direction 
is immense, so that it will be quite 
useless for you to turn up this year with 


“One of those dinky blue Norwegian costumes” 
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SNOW WEAR 


WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY D’EGVILLE 


an ichthyosaurus on your chest. All 
this sort of thing has been done before. 

Indeed, it is a question demanding 
great forethought and inventive genius. 
The best thing is to hold several meetings 
with the other members of the crew 
before embarking at Folkestone, and 
go thoroughly into the matter. A few 
visits to the British Museum, the 
Tate Gallery, and one or two of the 
better travel films will in all probability 
afford some inspiration. 

D> 

T all events it is safe to say tha 
A the crew that turns up this year 
with either the occupation of the Ruhr, 
a group of Channel swimmers, or a 
herd of Wart hogs at bay emblazoned 
upon their chests will be sure of claiming 
some attention. Indeed, they may 
even entertain the hope of appearing 
in this paper under the heading of 
“Merry Miirren: Lord Steepsides (x), 
who started the bob races at Miirren, 
standing by the winning crew.” Of 
course, your names will not appear, but 
the insignia will stand out splendidly. 

Finally, we come to the all-important 
question of indoor wear. The, men 
cannot do better than breakfast in a 
lounge suit of heather mixture. The 
after-breakfast cigarette may be smoked 
in comfort in a set of gorse-coloured 
plus-fours, after which, of course, they 
will don that. Norwegian costume to 
which we have referred above. 

D> 

oR the ladies (I take the suggestions 
Fe a well-known winter sport hostess) 
we recommend a tea-gown for breakfast. 
A different one should be worn every 
day, naturally. After the consumption 
of the customary rolls and coffee, it 
is an easy matter to slip off this 
garment, revealing the pea-green, puce 
or heliotrope sports costume, according 
to the day of the week. 

In the matter of evening 
dress, the men have no choice, 
but the women will do well 
to remember that to wear the 
Same costume twice during 
the winter season is equiva- 
lent to social ostracism. To 
be on the safe side, it is best 
to change after every third 
dance. This not only prevents 
any feeling of staleness, but 
materially adds to the excite- 
ment of the evening, and 
many a good sweep _ has 
been held on the question 
of what Miss So-and-So will 
appear in next. 
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= and now in aquaint old-— 

time sampler setting comenew 
Chocolates of rare goodness 
from the famous house of 


SAMPLER 


CHOCOLATES 


because cf their delicious variety. 
Choice centres of Marzipan, 
Nougatine, Montelimart, Fruit 
Jelly and Cream-cup;_ their 
covertures—chocolate exquisite 
in flivour. All confectioners 
now stock Mackintosh’s Sampler 
Chocolates ; try them to-day. 
MADE BY 


JOHN MACKINTOSH & SONS LTD. 
HALIFAX, ENGLAND. 
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ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE MORROW 


** Look here,” satd the Editor,‘ I want 
an old-fashioned Christmas story. You 
know—knighis and fayre ladyes and 
jousts and—and—well, you know.” 

“ Nothing simpler,” veplied the Author. 
“Have you heard the one about the 
King’s Daughter Who Never Smiled 2?” 

“No,” said the Editor, a trifle uneasily. 
“Ts tt—ah—suttable ?” 

“ Perfectly,” veturned the Author, 
austerely. “‘ It ts also a story of the 
highest historical significance, inasmuch 
as tt contains the solution of what has 
hitherto been one of the inscrutable 
mysteries of the ages. This ts tt.” 


VERY long time ago, before 
ye Guy Fawkes, or bicycles, or 
standard bread, or the Irish 
Problem, a certain King had « certain 
daughter. This damsel, according to 
contemporary chronicles, was fair as 
the summer dawn, slender as the ash 
sapling, graceful as the gazelle, and 
gentle as the rain. In other words, and 
making allowance for the enthusiasm 
of those whose lives depended on the 
exuberance of their compliments, she 
was quite a nice girl. 

Quite a nice girl—her name, by the 
way, was Yseult—but she had one 
fault. She never smiled. She was every- 
thing that a King’s daughter should be, 
and then some, but she had never been 
known to laugh. Not that she can have 
had much to laugh at, but the fact was 
disturbing. : 

Among others it disturbed her father, 
the IXing, who was one of those large, 
hearty souls who laugh a great deal 
at nothing very much. The IWing 
himself was easily amused, and_ the 
Court Jester could always rely upon 
bringing the house down, although his 
chief idea of sparkling wit was to 
knock people about with a bladder. 
This sent the King into convulsions 
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every time, but it drew no giggle from - 


Yseult. Even when the Court Jester, 
after weeks of thought, evolved and put 
into execution the screaming notion of 
pulling away a chair just as Sir Bedivere 
the Beachcomber was about to sit down 
upon it, Yseult did not even snigger. 

It was after this episode that the 
King took counsel with the Court 
Physician, a beavered ancient of small 
talent. 

“Look here, Ug,” said the King, 
“why the dickens doesn’t that girl 
laugh occasionally ? It gives me the 
blues to see her moping about with a 
face as long as a drawbridge.”’ 

“Tt may be, sire,’ said the Court 
Physician, hazarding a guess, “‘ that 
she hath a migraine.” 

‘“ What's that ?”’ asked the King. 

‘A nothing, sire,’’ replied the Court 
Physician, who did not know either, 
“but common to _ highly - strung 
damosels.”’ 


NGE-GO-LGUGHEAGGE 


“Well,” said the King, crisply, 
“if you can’t think up some kind of a 
cure, Ug, yvow’ll be highly strung.” 

““T have a suggestion, sire,”’ said the 
Court Physician, coyly. ‘‘ The Princess 
is of a marriageable age. Why not 
noise it abroad that no man may hope 
to claim her hand unless he can first 
make her laugh ? ” 

“ By my grandfather’s curvature ! ” 
said the King. ‘ That’s an idea! Vl 
do it!” 

He did. The noising abroad was put 
in hand at once, and by noon of the 
following day it was known throughout 
the kingdom that he who desired to 
espouse the Princess Yseult must first 
cause her comely countenance to wrinkle 
in a smile. 

As soon as the word filtered round 
the clubs that the Princess was open 
to receive offers, suitors flocked to the 
Court from all the best circles, for 
Yseult was really a very nice girl, and 
was expected to bring with her a very 
nice dowry. Knights began to ride up 
to the castle in increasing numbers, 
and the courtyard was choked from 
morning to night with chargers of all 
shapes, ages and pedigrees. 


“Sir Agravaine the Albino, deftly juggling with two helmets, a halberd and a haddeck’’. 
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But no one had any luck. At first 
it was thought that Sir Perivane the 
Purposeless had really done the trick 
when he walked into the dining-hall 
on his hands, singing an old folk song ; 
but Yseult only yawned. Many laid 
the'r money upon Sir Lancelot the 
Lil) ivered, who could—and did, for 
none ied to stop. him—imitate barn- 
yard { yls to a remarkable extent ; 
but YS © only sighed. Not a few were 


surpris: when Sir Agravaine the 
Albino, cftly juggling with two 
helmets, » halberd and a haddock, 
failed to | 


mn more than a weary glance. 
ving period for all concerned. 
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It was the kindly custom of the 


King to hold open house on Christ- 
mas Day, refusing food and_ shelter 
neither to belted earl nor to scurvy 
knave. 

Christmas Day dawned cold and 
covered with snow, for Christmas was 
Christmas in those days. With loud 
shouts and seasonable greetings the 
knights of the house-party jostled into 
the dining- hall, where breakfast was 
spread to such a degree that the 
board not only groaned but com- 
plained bitterly all the time. Then 
came the King, smiling to right and 
left, and extracting in a regal manner 
the juice from the orange which 
Yseult, according to the old 
custom, had placed in his 
stocking. Last of all came 
Yseult herself, unsmiling, aloof, 
proud and _ beautiful. The 
knights knuckled their fore- 
heads and the meal began. 

Hardly had the King tapped 
ff his eighth egg when there 
entered to him a_ herald, 
announcing that one waited 
without and craved the 
traditional hospitality of the 
Court, 
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“He drew his vast sword” 


Time wore along. Every day quan- 
tities of knights rode up, said their 
little piece, performed their little trick, 
and rode away again, cursing sombrely. 
Every day Yseult grew more and more 
melancholy. Every day the King 
grew more and more annoyed. Even 
his announcement, made in a moment 
of pardonable pique, that the man who 
made Yseult laugh could have her as 
a gift, together with a ton of groats, 
and no questions asked, produced no 
result whatsoever. o- 

Time wore along again, and Christmas 


approached. Christmas was a very 


popular period in those days, being a 
time of feasting, of imbibing, of rude 
horseplay, of boisterous merriment. 


“Bring him in,’’ commanded the 
King. “Sir Bedivere, replace the egg 
which you have just taken. No guest 
of ours goes eggless.” 

The guest, appearing at this moment, 
caused a murmur of astonishment to 
rise from the assembly. He was a knight, 
but a sorry one. He was small and 
wizened ; his armour was rusty and 
bore the unmistakable stamp of the 
second-hand dealer’s. His sword was 
bent in two places and his lance lacked 
a point. He was quite bald, and 
obviously enormously embarrassed. 
The King eyed him askance; certain 
Scottish knights eyed him agley; one 
or two others eyed him agog; and 
even the scullions eyed him akimbo. 
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The King, true to his breed, was the 
first to recover. 

“Come in, Sir Knight, come in! ” 
he said, heartily. ‘This is Liberty 
Hall! Sit down, sit down. Have an 
egg?” : 

“Th-thanks, awfully,” stammered 
the newcomer, sliding into a seat with 
a tremendous rattling of accoutrements. 
“But '’'m not a knight, really, you 
know. I'd like to be, but at present 
I’m only an apothecary’s assistant. 
My name’s Mud.” 

“Well, well,” said the King, jovially, 
“if youre not a knight, you can at 
least begin the day well. Ha. Ha! Try 
that egg.” 

“Ha! Ha!” said Mud, dutifully, 
and fell upon his egg. 

For a space there was silence, broken 
only by Sir Bedivere, who was a loud 
eater, and the King, who was an audible 
drinker. Presently the King glanced 
up; his gaze falling upon the man 
Mud, he frowned. 

“You do not eat, Mud,” said the 
Xing. “‘You trifle with your egg. I 
do hope it’s not a bad one ? ” 

“Oh, n-no ! ” faltered Mud, trembling 
with nervousness. ‘I assure you it’s— 
it’s excellent in p-parts ! ” 

There was a second’s pause.. Then 
upon the still air arose a strange un- 
familiar sound; a charming sound, like 
rippling water over rocks, like the tinkle 
of silver bells, like the rattle of silver 
coins. As one man the knights turned, 
and stared, open-mouthed. The Princess 
Yseult was laughing. 

“Excellent in parts!” cried the 
Princess Yseult, faintly. ‘‘ Oh, Lor’, he’l] 
be the death of me!” She laughed on. 

No man had ever accused the King 
of being slow in action. Rising now 
to his full height and dallying only te 
sweep the crumbs from his beard, he 
drew his vast sword, and with it smote 
the man Mud upon the shoulder, so 
that he staggered and almost fell out 
of his chair. 

“ Arise, Sir Mud!” said the King. . .. 

A week later Sir Mud married the 
Princess Yseult, with much pomp and 
ceremony. And so confused was the 
poor little fellow with the rapid march 
of events that he was quite unable to 
make them understand that he had a 
wife and three children already. 


“Great Scot!” said the Editor, in 
an awed voice. “ And ts that really the 
origin of: me 

“ Absolutely,” veplied the Author. 
“The very first time on record. O; 
course, it’s got altered a bit coming on 
through the ages.” 

“Well!”? said the Editor, veverently. 
“To think that ruat’s the origin of the 
Curate’s Egg! Well, well! Half a second, 
and I'll write you a cheque.” 
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Which are the Best Bovril Posters? 
| £30, fda in Prizes 


: 


ist 
Prize 
£12,000 


2nd 
Prize 
£3,000 


Prize 


| Give Her 


BOVRIL 


To The British Chentics Association, Kingsway House, Kingsway, London, W.C. 2 
(President: ¢ Viscount Knut: 
ZL enclose a donation of £ Se d. Please send me tickets for the new Doe Prise Gonpeiitron 
One ticket will be sent ‘or cach s+ eiven. 


(17/r., Me mw” Miss) 


Please write distinctly in BLOCK CAPITALS and in INK. Chee 


id Postal Orders shoul i be made payabl 


3. (1.) The British ( havitiee sso aati n and crossed “& Co 
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N winter I acclaim with cheers 
The news that in the hardy North 
“ The greatest storm for fifty years 
*Twixt Humber and the Forth ” 
Is throwing down great slabs of snow, 
And making seasoned northmen glow. 


It pleases me to think that in 
The Peak, where Buxton braves the blast, 
The winter-sportsman now will win 
His heart’s desire at last, 
Watching enthusiasts take swift, 
Wild headers in each local drift. 


In fancy I can see the flakes 

(‘ As big as soup plates’) flutter down, 
While each encrusted ‘‘ beaver ’’ shakes 

His “ chinweed ”’ with a frown... . 
“The snow-capped mountains will be grand,” 
I muse, ‘‘ in Wales and Cumberland ! ” 


I stcu for spots more Arctic still 
Where Lap and Eskimo abound, 
And nothing but a pickaxe will 
Impress the ice-clad ground— 
Where noses after frost-bite are 
Particularly under par. 


I READ Jack London’s thrilling tales 
Of Yukon rivers, chilly seas, 

Of temperatures, and biting gales 
Which make the ‘‘ husky ’”? wheeze— 

A land which gives ‘“‘ the frozen mitt” 

To tenderfeet who fail to ‘‘ git.” 


BA aop 


I Envy those who try to find 
(And blaze) the trail to either Pole, 
Although I should not like the grind 
When, haying reached the goal, 
They cook their toughest, final dog, 
And struggle homeward through the fog. 


Yrs, when I read of snow so thick 
That hefty trams are put to rout, 
And even trains are apt to stick 
Till someone digs them out, 
I am inclined to wish my lot 
“- Had been to live in some such spot. 


~ Tue rigours of the winter may 
Make unromantic spirits growl— 
Give m2 dull skies of leaden grey 
And hurricanes that howl! 
Snow, ice, the nippy, frosty air— 
* Jove them! .. . (but I live ELsrwuERI 
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ive Whisky -~ 
sive the best’ 
Sive keter Dawson 


Now packed in 6-bottle and 3-bottle 
cases for Christmas—in the new ‘ 


‘brambled’ and ‘dimpled’ bottles 


WHISKY is the Christmas Gift from men 
to men. Give Peter Dawson and you know 
the deepest joy of giving. 

You know you are giving of the best— 
giving royally—giving a whisky which every 
friend will enjoy. 

Peter Dawson is the Whisky of the year, 
It has leapt to the front because men have dis. 
covered for themselves that it isa genuinely old 
whisky. Many whiskies to-day simply fade 
away when soda is added, but it takes more 
than a ‘splash’ of soda to ‘drown’ the rare 
old Highland Malt Whiskies in the famous 
P.D. blend. 

The new 6-bottle and 3-bottle cases have 


been specially introduced for Christmas Gifts. 
Your dealer has them ready now. 


PETER DAWSO 


Scotch Whisky 


6-BOTTLE | Bf 3-BOTTLE 37/' 6 
CASES S GAS ES 


The 6-bottle and 3-bottle cases haye been introduced specially for Christmas 

trade and will not be available after December. The standard 12-bottle cases 

(&7 10s. Od.) are obtainable all of the yearround. Only incase of difficulty send 

your order direct to Peter Dawson I.td., who will forward supplies through 
the nearest Agent, 


PETER. DAWSON LED =82, CREAT. CLYDE STREET - GLASGOW 
London Office: 29-30 Tower Hill - E.C. 3 
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An Old Toast Through Voune Eyes 


BY H. PEARL ADAM 
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REAT-UNCLE comes but once a year— 
pe (5 A weird old bean, but a bit Of a dear: 
Tati And whenever the Christmas dinner ends 
The dear old dug-out gives “‘ Absent Friends.” 


Roun you believe it? ‘‘ Absent Friends ! ” 
, As if Dickens and Albert were world-without-ends ! 
O# all the blithering blethering toasts, 
Th t starts even me seeing friends and ghosts ! 


-UITTLe 
Ub she stands with his glass aloft; “MARKS” 
Then Dad hops up, with his voice gone soft— Sa epean 
“ A sent Friends, sir! ” and there we sit 
Am, jed, of couyse-—but quiet for a bit. 


at 


See ee ee ee Or) 


inss “he devil and all, is that mouldy toast, 
Witi .sreat-Uncle staring at Great-Aunt’s ghost, 
“ad ven Mother, the Flag-Day Queen, 
3 ged and bobbed, and all corset and shcen, 
“ Modern Mother—the goods, you bet, 
bs ee : “ Blanders, we don’t forget!” 
soy 
3 “« Absent Friends!’ Good Lord! 


fi . . . Oh, well, here’s fo them ! ”’ By Victor Hicks 
Up above his world so high, 
Like der diamonds in der sky. > V3 


Hee UU ULULLLLLLL LL CLL eECCC CLOUT 


GHE HOTEL CHRISTMAS 
BY H. PEARL ADAM 


SUS: 


TUTTLE eee en CUTER 


ING a song of Christmas, a pocket-flask of Tye, 
Four-and-twenty guineas gone on revelry : 
When the feast was over and heads began to 
sing, 

A ghost that looked like Dickens went away and WWERY 
poor thing. 


THE MANAGER sings— # 
Little Jack Horner came from his corner 
Begging a Christmas pie: 

But I was too sage—he was still under age; | 
“This is no place for children,” said I. 


Tur GuEsT sings— 
Wake up, my lady, a tango we'll flop, 
When the band plays we’ll dance till we drop : 
When the band ceases for supper we'll fall 
Till dawn shall stop Christmas and suppers and all. 


An AUNT sings— 
Mary, ever more contrary, 
Where is your Christmas now ? 
In hells of bells and smells and yells 
And nigger-men making a row. 


Concelusion— 
. Christmas comes but once a year, 
u THE HAUNTED ROOM By Cunincnam But when it comes it brings good cheer: 
When Mr. Sceptic took the Moated Grange he laughed at the idea of And after that it brings the bill 


ghosts. But they turned up right enough at Christmas Thank God, it’s only annual still ! 
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of Catarrh 


Dw to Get Rid 


Instead of taking harsh or drastic internal medicires 
that upset the stomach, you simply inhale the pleasant, 
harmless smoke of Dr. Blosser’s Medicated Cigarettes. 


These Cigarettes are made from wholesome medicinal herbs and berries, and when smoked produce an antiseptic, healing, 


germ-destroying vapour that reaches every nook and corner of the respiratory tract. They contain NO TOBACCO, NO 
CUBEBS, ARE NON-HABIT FORMING, and may be used by women and children as well as men. 


HOW SMOKE PENETRATES 


We all know the penetrating nature of smoke. 
As an illustration—the smoke from a leaky 
stove, smoke-pipe, or chimney will make its way 
into every nook and corner of a room, into the 
wardrobes, and it will even saturate the clothing. 
Your nose will detect it quickly and your eyes 
will feel it. Exactly in the same way the smoke 
of Dr. BLOSSER’S REMEDY, when drawn 
into the mouth and exhaled through the nose, 
will penetrate to the most remote and hidden 
tubes and cavities, nooks and recesses of the 
head. In order to get rid of Catarrh you will 
immediately recognise it is only necessary to 
secure the proper smoking remedy, use it 
regularly for a sufficient length of time, and 
success is assured, 


EXPLANATION OF DIAGRAMS 


The same letter refers to the 
same part in each of the Pictures, 


A Sphenoidal Sinus. A slender passage-way 
¢ allows catarrh to enter here, causing a 
deep-seated headache. The smoke-vapour of 
Dr. Blosser's Remedy enters by the same passage 
through which the desease entered. 
B C D Upper, Middle, and Lower Meatus. 
’ b * Catarrh locates itself in these 
Passages, giving rise to a catarrhal discharge and 
often causing an enlargement of the turbinates 
which surround corresponding meatuses. 
Dr. Blosser s Remedy is applied directly to these 
parts. 
E Frontal Sinuses. Catarrh makes its way 
* into this Sinus through a narrow tube, the 
infundibulum, causing neuralgic pains in the 
forehead. The smoke-vapour of Dr. Blosser’s 
Remedy gets at the disease through the same 
passage that it entered. 
Middle Ear.  Catarrh enters through the 
* Kustachian tubes, giving rise to head noises 
and deafness. The smoke-vapour of Dr. Blosser’s 


Remedy enters by the same tubes and arrests Fig.1 Fig, 2 Fig 3 
the disease. 3 The red in Fig. 1 shows The red in Fig. 2 shows Fig. 3 shows the same parts 
G External opening of The how littl be d howl : Seo, eat 
* the Nostrile, Avera how little can be done how little can -be done that are shown in Figs. 1 and 
I The Throat, where catarrh causes sore throat, with : a spray from an with a salve (ointment or 2, but it is shown red because 
* laryngitis, ete. atomiser. See how much balm). See show much the smoke-vapour from Dr. 
J The Lungs and Bronchial Tubes, where of the catarrhal area of the catarrhal area Blosser s Remedy canbe made 
y““* catarrh causes bronchial troubles. remains untouched. remains untouched. to reach every part. 


Dr. Blosser’s Cigarettes are on sale at most chemists, always at Boots, and other cash chemists. 
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HOW TO KNOW WHEN YOU HAVE CATARRH 


Some of the following symptoms are generally 
manifested : headache, bleeding at tke nose, 
offensive breath, huskiness of the vc .e ; in- 
flamed or watery eyes; impaired sense >f smell 
or taste—either or both; scabs expe :d from 
the nostrils, difficulty in breathing ith the 
mouth closed; frequent spitting «. white, 
yellowish, or greenish mucus; pain j the 
forehead; blowing the nose; droppi1 : of 
phlegm into the throat, inducing hawking nd 
spitting. 

In Catarrh of the throat there is hoarseness, 
sore throat, weakness of voice, frequent desire 
to clear throat, etc. In catarrhal deafness there 
is failure of hearing, noises in the head, ringing, 
roaring, popping, etc. 


FREE TRIAL PACKAGE 
——__ sae PACKAGE 


Dr. BLOSSER, LTD. (Dept. 195 S.T.), 
Temple Chambers, Temple Avenue, London, E.C.4 


Please send by post your trial package containing four Dr, 
Blosser’s Cigarettes. 


LN Git ee Minralilis 


P 


F ais eee 
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Good visibility gloves with portable battery. To those charming ladies who deliberately drop into a slow-motion 
A present to the lords of the traffic greetings, coupled with 


May all such as these find tail lamps 


And may ail good 


Blessings on the bad patch of road which gives us that Spring feeling in December 


The danger-sign mascots for the car of the beginner—An inexpensive and 
much-needed present 


THE MOTORISTS 
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$ Ge 
Pe Na go 
wk and sniff when crossing our bows—The season’s 


h A novel and useful gift for the small boy 
amrayer for strengt > 


who stands and waits until the last pcssible 
moment 


S 3 2 9 
Pjutheir little stockings on Christmas morning 


> avoid the terror that overhangs them one and all during the A thoughtful gift 
festive season : that all motorists 
ar ray V- would appreciate 


ray 


HRISTMAS GREETINGS SY G. £ STUDDY 


AND ST OGRE Sea ee OTR TTT OOP) TEE Once TTT rn rant a a 
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m Christ as Gifts 


| UYou—buy—best—at { 


CHIEF LONDON. BRANCHES 
182 REGENT ST, W.1. 
112-118 EDGWARE RD,W.2. 


CHIEF LONDON BRANCHES he i 
182 REGENT ST. WI. | Reet 
112-118 EDGWARE RD.W2. 
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Christmas! You’ve noticed, of 

course, that Christmas is the 
only festival when you're expected to 
be Victorian, if not older, in your 
sentiments. Intensely patriotic, for 
instance, and hopelessly conservative 
with the old-order-changeth-not-and- 
will-never-change attitude well to the 
fore. That’s why I’ve mentioned the 
Yule log, the good, stout, British oak 
which they burnt in those enormous 
fireplaces they still keep in the halls of 
Tudor castles. But they don’t roast 
huge oxen before them any more in the 
old, Christmassy, ‘“ Merrie England ” 
manner. For the people who own the 
fireplaces are nearly always abroad. 
Regardless of the. old traditions, they 
sit about on sunlit verandahs in white 
dresses, and behave generally as if 
nothing was expected of them. 

> 

HAT we ‘badly need is a new 
W Christmas spirit. The old one 
is dead and gone, and all 


H« to the Yule log and a merry 


ILLUSTRATED BY NORMAN KEENE 


announcing that half Europe (they 
never say which half, and I always 
wonder whether it’s the one that 
contains England) will be swallowed 
up in a terrific earthquake the 
day after to-morrow; or the science 
enthusiasts who’re working so hard over 
in America, or somewhere, to explode 
the atom—and, incidentally, ourselves 
and this poor old planet. And mean- 
while, no one has noticed that the only 
thing that’s really exploded is the poor 
old Christmas spirit. Peace upon earth 
is not visible (not that it ever was), and 
goodwill to men isn’t visible, to the 
naked eye or untaught heart. We’re 
tired of turkey and plum pudding 
celebrations ; holly doesn’t decorate ; 
Christmas parties are all cut after the 
same dull pattern, and the present 
business isn’t worth the fuss and the 
fever that’s expended on it. 
Po 
HE fact is that it takes one all one’s 
time to keep up with the new ideas 


WE 


ZBii 
y Mi, MA 


UJ 

| 
“CHRISTMAS (5 UPBN US BEFORE ANYONE! HSS 
THOUGHT SERIOUSLY AeouT ‘T* 


in everything, the astounding novels, 
for instance, the amazing ways of art 
and marvellous absence of cut in the 
latest clothes. And to be asked to drop 
them all for a day or two, and go back 
hundreds of years and be simple and 
metry and. bright—well, it’s a lot to 
expect. I don’t wonder that the best— 
or, let’s say, the richest—people leave 
the country in their thousands. As to 
which, of course, there’s much lamen- 
tation instigated, though we don’t 
mention it, by the people who would 
make money out of them if they 
were at home. They wail that “the 
dear domestic festival is not what 

it used to be; that it’s 


that we do is to rattle its 
dry bones (allowing a spirit 
to have bones for argu- 
ment’s sake) and call the 
thing alive. Are there no 
new ways of celebrating ? 
Won’t someone invent a 
new Christmas dish, an 
original Christmas party, a 
never - before - thought - of 
Christmas present ? Ialways 
intend to ask some of those 
clever people who periodi- 
cally launch upon us new 
ways of comfort, or beauty, 
or something, to exert their 
brain cells in finding a new 
way of being happy. But 
what always happens is that 
Christmas is upon us before 
anyone has thought seri- 
ously about it, and then 
there’s nothing to be done 
but fall back on the holly, 
figuratively speaking, and 
the mistletoe, and to order 
the usual Christmas dinner. 


o> 


ERHAPS novelty isn’t 
Pa I don’t 
know that I’m so desper- 
ately keen on new situations ~ 
aS are the modern seer- 
people who’re always fore- 
telling the speedy end of 
the world—in what manner 
they don’t specify; or | 


the geologists who keep on 


“Everybody who’s anykody collects dolls ” 


spent away from Home 
(with a capital H) at 
palace hotels in Switzerland 
and cava:ansavies (good 
word, that) in Egypt,” etc., 
etc. But I’m not sure myself 
that the hotel Christmas 
isn’t quite a good thing 
in Christmases. There, if 
anywhere, you may still 
see your Yule log burn, and 
if you want gaiety, it is 
yours for the paying. And 
it’s rather nice, too, to 
get away from too much 
family and the day-after- 
the-party feeling. For one 
hotel day is exactly like 
another hotel day, and 
Christmas in public is just 
a matter of decorations 
and the inevitable dinner, 
with no obligation to 
look genial if you’re not 
feeling it. 
wae 


PROPOS of presents, with- 
cc which Christmas 
wouldn’t be Christmas, the 
chic thing to give a lady 
isa doll, Everybody who’s 
anybody collects dolls, ex- 
cept, of course, the little 
girl in the nursery, and 
she has no use for them at 
all, at all. The unpleasant 
people do say all sorts 
of unpleasant things in 
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consequence. It’s a sign of the times, 
they insist. The maternal instinct is 
dead. (they say) not only in the people 
who ought to be looking after the 
birth-rate, but even in the child whose 


love for her doll was a proof of ‘‘ the 
dawning motherhood of her, with its 
deep instinct to protect the weak and 
unfortunate.”” Which is why,I take it, 
the right-minded little creature pre- 


By Frank R. Grey 


THE DOUGH KNUTS 


The sad plight of a householder when all the servants who had given her ‘‘a trial’ during the 


past year called for a Christmas box 


ARFART Op 
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ferred her bundle of rags with a wooden 
head to the best French production 
with real hair and evelashes and all. 
Perhaps. But considering how over- 
crowded is the world, and how jostled 
you are the moment you 
leave your front door, and 
how difficult it is to find 
a foothold in any trade or 
profession, it’s perhaps just 
as well that our _ babies 
shouldn’t be encouraged into 
a penchant for Victorian 
families, 
a 


HE grown-up dolls are 

very sophisticated, need- 
less to say. They’re telephone- 
covers, pincushions and 
powder-boxes, or just dolls 
with no excuse at all. Some 
people collect Russian ballet 
dolls, Pavlova to the life in 
wax and sawdust, tulle skirts 
and all, and Nijinski’s 
harlequin in spangles, or dolls 
of all nations standing stiffly 
in their little outlandish skirts. 
In Paris there are doll-artists 
who model the notabilities to 
the life. Rather a shock to 
be given as a Christmas present 
a doll of yourself—expression 
and all, and quite a new 
thing in presents, too. Only, 
unfortunately, it isn’t every- 
body’s gift because it isn’t 
given to all and sundry to be 
famous. CANDIDA 


A USEFUL AND ATTRACTIVE PRESENT FOR 


XMAS AND NEW YEAR 


The King of Wines 
The Wine of Kings 


GOLDEN 


DIRECT 


For the convenience of those 
wishing to give their friends a 


CHRISTMAS 


Our ally, France, has arranged : 
an attractive Wicker Basket } 
containing FOUR LARGE: 

BOWEES> 3 


Suueeneceenene 


42/- Complete. 


VINEYARDS OF 


Au 
8ory rye Kine OF 

Royal in Flavour 

Royal in Favour 


GUINEA 


FRANCE 


The Royal Wine for all Royal 


Festivities. 


THE = FINEST 
SPARKLING 
WINE 
PROCURABLE 


une neccenascaassenececannasnacscacansaacesseunauent 
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RINCESS PRUE 
P of Topsiturvia 
was the most 
beautiful girl in 
all fairyland. I 
cannot imagine 
anyone more beautiful, and (as you 
will perceive if you read on) I am a 
chronicler of no little imagination. 
Her eyes were as blue as cornflowers, 
and her hair was a web of gold, woven 
by fairy spinners. This I will vouch 
for, being personally acquainted with 
a member of the firm of fairies who 
had the contract for spinning it. 
Needless to say, a girl of such singular 
beauty and rare charm was daily beset 
by hordes of suitors, but, for the 
purposes of this narrative, I need 
mention only two. 

There was Prince Horace, an engaging 
youth with curly hair and a disarming 
smile. He suffered the handicap (almost 
invariably fatal in stories of this kind) 
of not being a swineherd’s seventh son ; 
otherwise he was well in the running, 
And there was. Prince Eustace, who 
had a black moustache and (if he had 
lived a few thousand years later) would 
have worn white spats. All his life 
he had been notorious for his low 
cunning; he had even been good at 


You are invited to call and see Vickery’s 
lovely collection of Novelties. 


XMAS GIFTS | 


The Princess and the Hedgehes | | 


By A. A. THOMSON 


algebra whilst at school. Greatly tearing 
the chances of his rival Horace, he 
sought out one Wanglegadget, a noted 
wizard, and laid the case before him. 
‘Have you in stock,” he asked, 
“anything in the evil-eye line? A 
small curse, blight, or murrain would 


do, I fancy.” 

“ Certainly, sir;?? replied the 
enchanter, ‘‘ May I show the latest 
Christmas novelty, ‘ Phundust ”? 


By the mere sprinkling of this powder 
you can turn a person into any shape 
you please. Refined entertainment 
for the long winter evenings. Roars of 
laughter. Try it on your friends.” 

“‘T will,” said Eustace, with an evil 
smile. ‘‘ What-er-shape would you 
suggest ? ”’ 

“Well, what do you say to a blue 
rabbit, a silk hat, a two-storied toad- 
stool, a purple lizard or a hedgehog ? ”” 

“* Splendid,” said Eustace. “‘ Horace 
shall be a hedgehog—a singularly 
unattractive animal. I suppose the 
action will be permanent ? ” 
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JGVICKERY 


18ct. Gold and Beautifully Enamelled Sleeve Links. 


Very Special Value. 


Most reliable movement. 
Only £3 10s. 


Fine quality 8-day Folding Clock, 
witht Luminous Figures and Hands, for Travelling or Bedside, 
Dark Green or Llue Leather, 


Solid Gold 
**Aberdeen’’ Terrier 
on Platinum-fronted 

Brooch, £3 3s. 
Ditto Set Diamonds 


177 @ 183 


REGENT ST, 
LONDON, 
“W-L- 
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“ Unfortunately, 
no,”’ confessed the 
enchanter; ‘‘ you 
see, the © Spell- 
binders’ Union 
having agitated for 
an eight-hour day, the action of any 
spell is strictly limited to that period.”’ 
““T see. Still, if I sprinkle him at 
ten o’clock to-morrow, he’ll be safe 
till six?” 

‘* Undoubtedly,” the magician 
assured him. ‘“‘ That will be two ducats- 
eleven-three. . Thank you. . 
Good-day, sir.” 

And so it came about that the two 
princes arrived simultaneously the 
following morning at the palace, each 
bent upon an interview with the King, 
Princess Prue’s father. They were 
informed that the King was at present 
engaged in conference with the Leader 
of the Opposition, but that -if they 
would be good enough to wait in the 
ante-room, he would see them later, 
Thus was Horace delivered into the 
wicked prince’s hands, for, as a moment 
later, he was scanning a ten-year-old 
magazine, with which, according to 
the quaint custom of the time, ante- 
rooms were always strewn, Eustace 
crept up behind him and sprinkled him 

(Continued on page 106) 


Lovely New Shape Solid Tortoiseshell 
Manicure Case, with Tortoiseshell and 
Best Steel Fittings. 

7 by 4¢ in. £12 15s. 
7% by 5 in. oe os £16 16s. 


Black Onyx and 
Platinum Wrist Watch. 
Reliable Lever Movement, 


Only £35 10s. 


ZB By ppointment- 
Silonite ete, to FZ. ‘the King 


Jeweller loft. e Lueer 
Shin ah ie x 


Lovely Diamond and j 
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This Morning 


Millions removed the film 
You know them by their whiter teeth 


When you see pretty teeth, 
nber this. 
e is now a new way of teeth 
cleaning. Millions of people employ 
All the world over leading 
dentists advise it. 
t wil) do for you what it does for 
others. The results will amaze ana 
ight you. A ten-day test to 
prove this will be sent you if you ask. 


That dingy film 


Teeth are made dingy by a film— 
viscous film you feel. It clings 
eeth, enters crevices and stops 
Food stains, etc., discolour it, 
2 it forms dingy coats. Tartar 
ised on film, 
Im also holds food substance 
ierment and form acids. It holds 
acids in contact with the teeth 
1a che acids may cause decay. 
Few escaped tooth troubles, and 
teautiful teeth were seen less often 
than now. No old-time tooth paste 
could effectively fight film. 


Now different 


Now you can compat it. Dental 
science has found two effective ways. 
One acts to curdie film, one to 
remove it, and without any harmful 
scouring. 

Able authorities proved these 
methods by many careful tests. 


Péepso 


Then a new-type tooth paste was 
created, based on modern research, 
and these two great film destroyers 
were embodied in it. 

That tooth paste is called 
Pepsodent. Careful people of some 
fifty nations are employing it 
to-day. 


Other needs 


Research proved other things 
essential. So Pepsodent multiplies 
the alkalinity of the saliva. That 
is there to neutralize mouth acids 
which may cause tooth decay. 

It multiplies the starch digestant 
in the saliva. That is there to 
digest starch deposits which may 
otherwise ferment and form acids, 

Pepsodent is bringing a new 
dental era through these unique 
effects. 


New beauty comes 


Pepsodent brings whiter teeth, 
cleaner, sounder teeth, and quickly. 
One week will prove this to you. 

Send the coupon for a 10-Day 
Tube. Note how clean the teeth 
feel after using. Mark the absence 
of the viscous tilm. See how teeth 
whiten as the film-coats disappear. 

Compare your teeth then with 
your teeth to-day, and let the 
results decide for you. Cut out 
the coupon so you won't forget. 


MARK 


=F at 


The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific tooth paste based on modern research, 


free from harmful grit. 
dentists the world over, 


Protect the Enamel 


Persoaent disintegrates the fi'm, 
then removes it with an agent 
far softer than e amel. Never 
ue a fi'm combatant which 
contains harsh grit. 


Colonial Addresses : 
Australia—137, Clarence Street, Sydney, 
N.S.W.: Canada- 191, George Street, 
Turonto: South Africa—P.O. Box 6824 
Joha nesburg: N w Zealand— 31, Hunter 

Street, Wellington. 


Readers resident in these countries may 
send coupon to ahove branches. 


Now advised by leading 


Sold in two sizes—2/- & 1/3 


1145 
10-DAY TUBE FREE 
THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 


(Dept. 153X) 42 Southwark Bridge 
Road, London, S.E.2 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to— 


Name ... 


(A GOLESS? tccavcusestctatrecseseatincestCrscuss 


Give full address. Write plainly. 
Only one tube to a family. 
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T_has been said that we no longer believe in fairy tales, 
That may be as it may be. But may it not safely be said that 
their twin s'sters, fables, are still as current as they have ever 

been? As witness the strangely sounding word “Robot” in the 
title above. It is taken fiom a fascinating fable for grown-ups, _ 
by a foreign writer, which in the form of a play has been presented 
recently in one of the London theatres, under the intriguing 


tile R.ULR. 


Those who have seen or read the play may shut the'r eyes for a 
while and think about the story and its lesson, if it convey any lesson, 
before they proceed with the reading of the remarks that follow. 
To those who h ve done neither, space permits no more than the 
merest hint of explanation. 


That uncanny ogre of modern science has made it possible, through 
the fantastic work of a great p'ysiologist. to invent a liv.ng working 
machine, endowed with human intelligence. Male and female he 
created them — Rotot and Robotess. Tremendous capacity for 
work; Faces ali alike. A nightmare of identical physiognomy and 
expression. The skin felt exactly like the human skin, but the 
complexion or colouring of one was the complexion of myriads— 
uniformly white and flat with just a pinch of red to add sense of 
vividness. They wrote, they read and were good at figures—but 
were incapable of love and they were soulless. 


One day, in an unguarded moment, science outran its measure, and 
lo! Robot and Robotess were gifted with puin, beauty, love and 
everything. ,... The printer calls a halt ! 


The fable is used here as a disguised batile-cry, needed, very badly 
needed, against “‘robotization” of the cult of Facial Beauty of women. 
Like a many-headed monster —each head a heap of belabelled pots, 
beribboned bottles and multi-coloured cartons — it beckons from 
shop counters, shop windows and shop shelves.» Emptied from 
huge vats, quite in the same manner as the complexion compounds 
for Robots, one and the same nostrum is distributed to thousands 
of women, as if Jane’s skin were like Mary’s and Godiva’s. As 
if the fabric of the human tegument were the weft of one loom— 
cut out of one piece—all made in Lancashire | 


Intimate individual'ty of one face, peculiar robustness, colouring, 
varying degrees of moisture or dryness of the skin, ils suppleness or 
harshness—and the hundred of other things that spell the treasured 
individuality and selfness of the incomparable charm of a woman’s 
face—all these are thrown into one melting pot of the robotized 
shop counter. 


All honour to the admirable young women who sell us our sachets, 
pocket-handkerchiefs, shoelaces and such like things. But is there 
anything in the nature of the shoelace to qualify for expertness as a 
specialist in ministering to a woman's facial beauty? Is there, 
speaking at random, to qualify for dentistry > To ask the question 
in just this incongruous way gives away the whole ch Idish vanity 
of the system. 


Every face presents a problem of its own and every problem calls 
for its own fitting solution. Madame Rubinstein’s scientific Valaze 
preparations and treatments and her thoroughly trained staff have 
for many years enjoyed the envied and enviable distinction of alone 
possessing the ability of ministering to every individual face in the 
only way laid down by science and gvod sense. Each face is gifted 
with the possibility of having and retaining a distinctive beauty 
of its own, You must not put uvon it the uniform of Bolshevist, 
Robot sameness ! 


24, Grafton Street, London, W.1 


(Off Bond Street, facing Hay Hi'l.) 
NEW YORK: 46, West 57th Street. 
Harrogate Agency — 

Miss Morton, Grosvenor Buildings. 


*Phone, Mayfair 4611, 
FARIS : 126, Faubourg St. Honoré. 
Edinburgh Agency— 
Miss C. Lawrie, 7a, Hope Street, 


TENCY- Newceastle-on-Tyne— 
Messrs. Fenwicks. 


gency— 
-awrie, 523, Sauchiehall Street, 
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with ‘Phundust.’ The effect (as per 
advertisement) was instantaneous. Poor 
Horace became a bristling hedgehog 
on the spot. 

Meanwhile within the audience- 
chamber the King was having a perfectly 
rotten time, for he was a kindly soul, 
who hated being worried, and the 
Leader of the Opposition was a worrier 
by instinct and training, He had 
come along armed with several wordy 
and unintelligible documents, which 
the King, being a_ constitutional 
monarch, was obliged to sign. At 
that moment he would have given all 
the Crown jewels just to kick the 
objectionable statesman down the 
steps of the throne, but he managed 
to refrain. 

But justice was to be done. On 
his way from the royal presence, 
the secretary had to pass through the 
anteroom. Being short-sighted, he 
tripped over a fallen. magazine, 
staggered, eaught at the arm of a 
chair, and fell inte it... plump 
upon Horace! With an anguished 


shriek the secretary leaped into the 
air and fled, but the King, who had 
followed, fairly chuckled with delight. 

“Oh, noble hedgehog!’ he eried. 
“You have done me an inestimable 
service. Henceforth you shall be the 


South 


A tour of South Africa is reall 
The Victoria Falls 
the Karoo has a climate and enviro 
Peninsula is Riviera-like. 

hills and sub-tropic glamou 


is the variety. 


along a thousand miles 
grandeur. 


East London. 


“THE PRINCESS AND THE HEDGEHOG’ (concluded) 
a a A MIE 


Then there 
Knysna and Port St. Johns. 


royal hedgehog. You shall sit upona 
red plush gold-mounted hassock, and 
my daughter herself shall feed you with 
—er—mulberry leaves.” 

Now you may imagine that Eustace, 
who heard the King’s words, was not at 


Prog aph 


A ROMANCE OF MODERN GREASE 


The Mistletoe Bough appeals so much 
That even the wick-ed must how to its touch 


Africa for 


41. A. J. Lamb 


The Bystander Annual, 1924 


all pleased. Angrily he hurried to the 
wizard’s consulting-cave. 

““Here’s a pretty kettle of fish |”? 
he grumbled. ‘‘He’s a hedgehog all 
right, but he’s in high royal favour, 
and when he comes to himself 2 

“Bah!” sneered the wizard. “ You 
have till six o’clock. Dead hedge- 
hogs tell no tales. Here is a magic 
hedgehog spear. Take it along this 
afternoon, and, when no one is 
looking. . . You quite understand ?” 

“ Quite,” said the wicked Eustace. 
And so that afternoon, with the spear 
beneath his doublet, Eustace again 
sought the palace. The King’s 
cuckoo clock struck five as he went 
up the steps. He was in plenty of 
time. But on the threshold he 
stopped, struck dumb with astonish- 
ment and rage. For there was 
Horace—handsome Horace in the 
flesh—kissing Princess Prue. And 
Princess Prue was kissing Horace. 

You see, Eustace had forgotten 
the Moonshine Saving Bill whieh 
made six o’clock happen at five 
that day! For moral you may 
choose between ‘‘ Love Conquers All,” 
“Don’t Sit on Hedgehogs,” and 
“Never Trust a Wizard.” The last 
is the best. Undoubtedly. 

A. A. THomson. 


the Best of Holidays 


of 


y like travelling many countries, so great 
are unique and beyond comparison, but 
nment suggestive of Egypt. 
The Natal coast, with its bright beaches, foliaged 
r is in places fair as a South Sea island. 
mountain ranges, there is nearly every sort of alpine 

are areas reminiscent of Norwegian fiords, as at 

Also Welsh-like hills, rivers and downs, as at - 


Noble forests, valleys and plains in the Northern Transvaal, 


The Cape 
Inland, 


and many pleasant towns and amenities throughout the country, and over all 
an enjoyable, sunny, equable climate. 


Visitors concur-that a tour of South Africa is the 
Full particulars may be obtained from the 


High Commissioner 


London, W.C. 2. Write for illustrated trave 


Publicity 


best of holidays. 
Agent, Office of the 


fer the Union of South Africa, Trafalgar Square, 
| book ‘‘ DE.” 


It is free, 
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By ALLAN R. MACBETH 


WEE Ia King my Crown I’d fay 
At my Love’s feet. To her I’d say— 
‘Dear Love, take this and that, and these, 
And those, and whatsce’er you please, 
Take of my Kingdom’s Richest Treasure ! 
Take what you will—Take without measure!” 


ERE I a Pozt I would write 
Words jewelled and pearled for Her delight, 
Words soft and silvered—honey’d phrase, 
Words bold to set Her Heart ablaze! 
Each flying thought, for Her I'd capture, 
To sing, of Love, its song of rapture. 


, | Bees Love—I hang my head, ashamed. 
Alas! The Wingéd Horse is lamed} 
No Poet am I—Minstrelsey ~ 
Was not invested, Dear, in me. 
I cannot, like a King, lean down 
To offer—even Half-a-Crown. 


14 hip. 19°6 h.p. 20/70 h.p. 


N° matter what your individual requirements, they 
can be met by one of the Crossley models. 
The 14 hp. Crossley is established as the car with 


ja 

Cros he car wi ~The best is not too 
the best specification and performance in its price | 
class. ie 196 nP. Shere is well roots as P vee . Sood for you,then 
one of the finest four-cylinder cars in the world, ; | ) 
and has an enviable reputation for sweetness of y not have the best aa 
running and complete reliability. The 20/70 h.p. : ke A glance at the dashboard of the 
Crossley Sports model is sold with a guaranteed Se 


pls 8 v world’s best cars will reveal the 
speed of 75 m.p.h. It is the ideal car for fast fact that the majority are fitted with 
touring, is perfectly docile to handle, and is kept 


in perfect condition with a minimum of trouble. f A: | C H Tl N ¢ oo 


Catalogues of all Crossley models from 


CROSSLEY MOTORS LTD., GORTON, MANCHESTER. | |@?* & STARTING | 


LONDON SHOWROOMS & EXPORT DEPT. 40-41, CONDUIT STREET, W.1, Rep ccnsaventcr oil & Se-, Lids 2cton yaa 
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GOLDLABEL occasions of old- 


Scotch 


Whisky fashioned friendly 


t5/- per Bottle 


Carbo hospitality. 


BULLOCH LADE & COMPANY 
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“ FIND THE LADY !”’ (concluded) 
futures, who do not care in the slightest | because the heroines cannot be trusted novel I had every right to suppose 
what people say about them. (Which — to behave themselves in a maidenly that I should find a perfect lady. 


is just as well.) ° manner. In fact, compared to 5 : 5 : : 

For a time I felt quite unhinged. them, even Jezebel and Delilah are Like the curate at the ladies’ sewing- 
‘There are books in which one recognises often positively provincial in their meeting, you may murmur,.“ What is 
that there must be purple moments, methods. But in this particular one among so many rie 


As far as my contention 
is concerned, it’s just every- 
thing. 

The writer in question leads 
—always has done—and the 
others follow, willy-nilly. 

The inquiring mind may 
well be pardoned for wonder- 
ing to what lengths more 
hectic fiction may consider 
itself justified in going, now 
that books for the family 
circle intend to exploit the 
puss of sorts as a heroine, 
instead of the thoroughly 
refined girl. 

These are heavy tidings, 
for it will now be clearly 
seen that no longer do I 
know where to find the lady. 

No longer am I able to 
hand her the halo, and the 
harp as well! 

Her last happy hunting- 


Photograph Wut Caaby ground has vanished. 
THE CHRISTMAS MAIL It is indubitably a case of 


The sleigh mail on its wintry journey among the snow-clad mountains in Switzerland. The landscape, 
in this instance, easily goes one better than the conventional Christmas card 


“Yes, we have no ladies 
IRENE HARRISON 


Engines Your Boy Could 


Drive—Built to Scale. 


Your boy could drive a Bassett-Lowke 


model locomotive—could manage a 
Bassett-Lowke Model Railway. 


The faithfulness in every detail to the f BURNI SWOLLEN 
“real thing” of a Bassett-Lowke | : ITCHING M NOHIEE 
model would delight him and interest | Co "Foy Terye 

him. While providing him withend- [3 2 ane ine 

less amusement, it would at the same : : HIGH HEE ‘Sipe 
time develop his powers of observation, es i @) SoRE PLACES | Pains 


< BETWEENTOES WEAK ARCH Pains 
OFFENSIVE 205 


G, css 
ACID PERSPip ~ 2p WY 
TIREDFEET Sy Oe 
AMY KIND OF BAD FEET cAvous® 


accustom him to direct. and control. 


OUR NEW XMAS CATALOGUE— 


now ready — contains many hundreds of 
interesting photographs of all kinds of 
model engines. coaches, wagons, signals—in 


fact, ev rything in Model Railway R 


Q 
a 


Price 2/. 


SALTRAT Ce, 
tone RATES LiMiTED 


0 es ate 


pracice Send for it to-day— 
Section A./63, post 
free Is. —from 
Northampton. 


BASSEIT-LOWKE, Ltd , NOR HAMP1 ON 
Lonpon Branch; «2, HIGH HOL:ORN, W.C.1. 
Eprnsurcu BRANCH 3 u FREDERICK STREET. 
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Saal’ (5) Get the Perfect CONN 
= Gramophone for = 
Christmas 


Sir HENRY cJ. WOOD says 


“WT consider this instrument 
the greatest contribution 
to the advancement of 
music since the original 

invention of the gramo- 
phone itself” 


Columbia 
Nesteso RECORDS 


No Scratch ! Pure Music! 
All Surface Noises Eliminated ! 


The NEW COLUMBIA GRAFONOLA made in 19 beautitu 
models from £5 10s. to £85, Send for Art Catalogue and 186 page 
a ie of Records and Name of Nearest Dealer— 

COLUMBIA, 102-108, Clerkenwell Road, London, E.C.1. 
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By Stan TERRY 


THE ‘‘DEAD-HEAD” 


; CAROL SINGERS: “ Chris-tians-a-wake”’ 
i MURPHY (who has heard the tidings from afar): ‘Begorra, bhoys, phware is ut?” 


Faulkner & Son 


LADIES’ & GENTLEMEN'S BOOTMAKERS 
51 & 52,South Molton St 


2 
2 BOND ST, LONDON.W.1. 
and at Cambridge. 


Faulkner & Son’s Shoes 
are made chiefly to 
measure, from the choic- 
est materials, by workmen 
of exceptional skill. 


Smooth .up.the loose skin as 
shown in this illustration; 
you will then see what a 
wondertul. difference even 
this slight alteration makes 
in your appearance—yet it 
is but-an indication of what 
Before Trea ment. is accomplished every day. 


REJUVENATED. 


Established 1871. 
After Treatment. 


eee ea +3 


any and all of the hitherto known and practised treat- 

ments for the rejuvenation of the features, I positively 
remove the loose skin from around the eyes, and I restore to the 
sagging cheeks the contour of youth in a few days. This method 
which I have personally evolved during my fifteen years’ practice 
in London and abroad, is based on approved scientific principles 
and facts; it is the only one which permanently restores Youth 
and Beauty to the face. 
In London alone I have successfully treated over six thousand 
Clients. The actual results u hich my method produces on the Face 
can be seen at my Consulting Rooms daily from 11 a.m.to 5 p.m. 
Consultations are free and without any obligation. Ladies who 
are unable to call are invited to correspond on the subject. 


--HYSTOGENE 


40, BAKER ST., PORTMAN SQUARE, LONDON, W.1. 
’Phone: Mayfair 5846. 


B’ a most remarkable method which is completely upsetting 


‘ ia 1910. Hoag from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m, 
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C. H. H., of Waterworks 
Street, Hull, was so pleased 
with Franco-Barbe treat- 
ment of his Trench Coat 
that he immediately wrote 
this tribute : y 


**The two Trench Coats have come to hand and I was 
astounded at the transformation. I do a lot of shooting 
and fishing and one especially I thought was beyond sal- 
vation, but it turned up almost as good as new. The result 
of your process was far ahead of anything I have ever seen. 


Parcel it up now and 


What about that soiled Weatherproof of YOURS? 
address Dept. B. W., Castlebank Dyeworks, Anniesland. Glasgow ; Castleban 
pays return postage. It will come back clean, fresh—and retinted to its or¢rinal 


fawn shade, Gents, 8/6; Ladies, 7/6; Trench Coats, 9/6. 
Alex, Kennedy & Sons 


Fleur-de-Lys No. 13, the Pop- 
ular Magazine Price-List, 
and “ HIS," the new Man's 
Guide to better dressing, 
contain many money Saving 
hints and are post Sree. 
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Printed and published by Grapuic PuBcications, 


Entered as second-clas 


Limirep, at Graphic Buildings, Whitefriars 
mail matter at the New York 


of Sharp's Super-Kreem Toffee—and a 

sprig of mistletoe—what more could young 
hearts wish for? It is allurement intensified, and 
although to most of us the fairy and the mistletoe are 
sometimes out of the question, there always remains 
Super-Kreem to make our eyes sparkle with merri- 
ment and bring us contentment by its sheer goodness: 


Sharp’s Super-Kreem is the ‘‘ good fairy of toffee ’ 
which everyone—the “ principal boys’: (and girls), the 
motherly dame and even the “ wicked ” uncles—like. 


Z 1 Sold loose by weight or in 
$s? per A lb. 4-lb. decorated tins, also 
4 in Is. and Is. 6d. tins. 


: SHARP’S ASSORTED : Look for the words 
?. SUPER-KREEM TOFFEE: ‘Sharp's 
: now consists of nine varieties: Plain, 3 
: Home-made Cocoanut, Chocolate. Coffee, : 

Almond, Brazil, Liquor, and Mint. : 


Super- 

Kreem’ on the paper 

wrapping round very 
piece, 


Maidstone. 
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Ai Hot: 2Bath at 


a moment’s notice. 
completes the 
evening’s enjoyment . 


HOT WATER 
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